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Inttoduction 


Oral storytelling has a long history in Iranian culture, and remnants 
of the tradition still exist today. Until the modern age of the radio, 
television, and the cinema, it was one of the principal forms of enter- 
tainment, public or private. People would gather on special occasions 
to listen to a storyteller spin his tales, as they still do in Iran and in 
other societies where literacy is not widespread. The gathering place 
might be the public square of a village, a caravanserai, a place of 
entertainment such as a coffee house, or a private home. The occasion 
could be a market day, a secular or religious holiday, a private celebra- 
tion or merely the end of a working day when men would seek relaxa- 
tion and entertainment. Oral stories were not enjoyed only by the 
illiterate, however, for in the mid-nineteenth century Nasir al-Din 
Shah (1848-1896) had a Chief Storyteller among his official family, one 
of whose functions was to tell the king stories at bedtime. 

Stories of all kinds were related and in Safavid times (1499-1760) 
storytelling was so popular that the storytellers had their specialties 
and were identified as “Praisers of the Imams,” “Tellers of Tales,” 
“Shah Nama Readers,” etc. Prior to the Safavid era, detailed evidence 
concerning the functions, styles, specialties, and titles of storytellers 
becomes rarer, but enough exists to trace the figure of the storyteller or 
minstrel back to Sassanian and Parthian times. The pre-Islamic evi- 
dence indicates that there were professional minstrels in the royal 
courts and that they performed on a variety of occasions. One of their 
important functions was to tell or sing stories from the Iranian na- 
tional legend. Many of these stories had their roots in the distant past, 
some being based on historical events, while others were purely mythi- 
cal. 
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Although “literature”, i.e., belles-lettres in its widest sense, is gen- 
erally taken to refer to the thoughts of men conveyed through writing, 
the results of scholarship concerned with orally transmitted epics and 
tales make it legitimate to expand the meaning "literature" to include 
oral stories as well. Indeed the oral and written transmission of stories 
and tales within the same society, and frequently the parallel transmis- 
sion of the same or similar material in both media make it possible to 
discuss "oral literature" and "written literature" without sensing a 
contradiction in terms. The present text, Firuz Shah Nama, is an ex- 
ample of written literature which derives from both the oral and the 
written tradition. 

Another problem of definition exists concerning the categories of 
“popular” and “polite” literature, which seem to be mutually exclusive. 
These labels result from a particular perspective on literature, that of 
the literary elite or the bearers of the great tradition within a culture. 
Persian literature traditionally has been viewed thus from both within 
and without the culture, the extra-cultural commentators following 
the lead of the Persian litterateurs. These categories are based on a 
limited set of formal and esthetic criteria which by and large are ex- 
tremely rigid and allow for little or no expansion. 'Thus it is hardly 
possible to include poetry based on syllable count and/or stress pat- 
terns within the category of "polite" literature which recognizes only 
poetry based on quantitative meters. This tradition views the processes 
of formal change and evolution as admissible only within exceedingly 
narrow limits. This is not a value judgment of Persian literary theory, 
but merely a suggestion that without a shift in the frame of reference, 
it is difficult to discuss such works as Firuz Shah Nama in the context 
of the whole Persian literary tradition, of which it and its genre un- 
questionably are a part. 

A different frame of reference, then, would have to include all 
literature, oral and written. 'The frame would be a set of descriptive 
categories flexible enough to accommodate whatever the society would 
produce in the category of literature. It would also have to take into 
account certain cultural and linguistic facts such as the various func- 
tions of literature within the society, and the simultaneous existence 
of multiple levels of formality in the language, and the use of these 
levels by people of different status in various situations. The existence 
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of levels of language suggests an analogy for a different view of litera- 
ture which would do away with such categories as "popular" and 
"polite," and substitute a spectrum or continuum. 

There are and have been multiple levels of the Persian language in 
use at any one time, just as there are with most other languages. Many 
speakers of Persian command and are receptive to more than one 
level of the language, the better educated commanding the greatest 
variety and the least educated being receptive to many more levels than 
they can command and control. There are no levels of language which 
are the exclusive property of particular members or groups in Persian 
society. The levels of language cut across society from one pole to the 
other, however one classifies the members of that society. The various 
levels of language are everybody's property and are employed accord- 
ing to the needs and abilities of each individual. At the same time, 
these levels are by no means randomly used, but are employed in well- 
defined social and literary contexts. That is, each member of society 
recognizes the appropriate occasion for the language levels which he 
controls or is receptive to, and uses the levels accordingly. The use of 
language levels is contextually defined in terms of appropriateness or 
inappropriateness, not in terms of language and non-language. 

Using this situation as an analogy, we could apply somewhat the 
same reasoning to a discussion of Persian literature. There is sufficient 
evidence available to convince us that the categories of "polite" and 
“popular” are in fact not adequate to describe works of Persian litera- 
ture in any general and comprehensive sense. The fact is that the 
literary works which have been called "polite" and "popular" are all 
included within the entire corpus of material to which we will refer 
as Persian literature, and which is the possession of all Persians, 
. literate or not. Like language, literature can be seen as a continuum 
which cuts across all levels of society. As there are levels of language 
so there are levels of literature which can be defined by intrinsic 
literary criteria and not by extrinsic aspects such as the audience. 
There is no category of literature which is the sole possession of any 
member or group of Persian society. As with language, there are 
those who control an extensive range of it in that they are better edu- 
cated and trained in the literary traditions of their culture. There are 
also those who are receptive to more levels of literature than they are 
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able to command. We know that illiterate Persians can recite ghazals 
of Hafez and Sa‘di, passages from Shah Nama and the Masnavi, and 
religious poetry from Safavid and later times. On the other hand, we 
know that romances such as Firuz Shah Nama were copied and illus- 
trated in royal ateliers and were read or told to members of the court. 
The creator of the well-known romance Amir Arsalén was Nasir al- 
Din Shiah’s Chief Storyteller. 

We also know that just as in the case of language, the various levels 
of literature interacted with each other and formed new syntheses 
which became part of the literary tradition. Popular thematic material 
and turns of language entered into such works as the Masnavi of 
Rumi; Sa'di wrote poetry in the dialect of Shiraz, as did Bahar in the 
dialect of Tehran. Similarly the prose romances were adorned with 
florid descriptive passages in rhymed prose and an Arabicized language 
not at all characteristic of their predominant style. This resulted in 
a "romance style," where simple narrative passages are combined with 
elaborate descriptive passages. Such examples could be multiplied, 
but these are sufficient to indicate that it is possible to view Persian 
literature as a spectrum or continuum, an entity in itself, composed of 
interrelated and interacting parts. Seen in these terms, Persian literary 
study has a place for such works as Firuz Shah Nama. ` 

The Persian romances such as Darab Nama, Samak-e *Ayyár, and 
Eskandar Nāma derive from a variety of sources. When we examine 
these romances closely we find many purely Iranian elements in them. 
The major characters usually have Iranian names; the action usually 
takes place within “Greater Iran,” the social and moral values implicit 
in the speeches and actions of the characters often have their roots in 
pre-Islamic Iran, and the social structure of the society in most of the 
romances suggests that of Ghaznavid or Seljuk Iran. 

At the same time, one can also find non-Iranian elements present. 
The literary genre itself seems to have little precedent within the 
Iranian literary tradition. The way in which the characters are pre- 
sented, how they behave, and the kinds of adventures they have reflect 
a different literary tradition, A third element comprises the motifs 
from folklore, either Islamic-Iranian or from general world folklore. 
The Iranian elements are relatively easy to identify, but the non-Iranian 
ones pose a greater problem. Without going into extensive detail, some 
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discussion of the non-Iranian elements in the Persian romances would 
be appropriate. 

It is highly likely that the major non-Iranian elements in the 
romances derive from Greece and the Greek literary forms which 
were elaborated during the Hellenistic period. During this era the 
Greek romances developed and flourished. As we read the Alexander 
Romance or the novels of Chariton, Apuleius, Longus, and others, 
the broad geographical extent of the Hellenistic world is revealed to 
us. The characters take long sea voyages to foreign lands, and foreign 
travel is an important component of these stories. But the love element 
is the strongest, forming the backbone of the story. The lovers, usually 
from the upper classes, meet and become separated, resist temptation 
and threats of violence, undergo rapid and frequent changes of fortune 
but remain faithful to each other, and in the end are united and live 
happily ever after. The virtue of both lovers is severely tested but they 
nearly always manage to preserve it intact. 'The heroes and heroines 
are models of admirable behavior, although subject to fits of despair 
in which they would prefer to end their lives. These romances have a 

great deal of appeal today in spite of the strong didactic element in 
them. 

It is fascinating to observe how many of these characteristics are 
present in the Persian romances. Foreign travel plays a very important 
role for the Persian heroes. 'The love element is central, in most cases 
motivating the action of the story. The lovers have numerous meet- 
ings and separations and suffer the same wide swings of fortune that 
the Greek heroes do. At their first meeting the lovers, always princes 
and princesses, swear eternal fidelity to each other. This fidelity is 
tested many times, but they survive their temptations and keep their 
virtue. In the end they are reunited and live happily ever after, often 
producing children who become as famous as their parents. As with 
the Greek heroes, the Persians are young, brave, reckless, and phys- 
ically beautiful. 

'The parallels on this level between the Greek and the Persian 
romances are unmistakable. On other levels there are also parallels 
which are striking. For example, in both the Greek and the Persian 
romances, the heroes and heroines exemplify the values of the cultural 
elite. They strive to uphold the social order as it is and never raise 
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issues which would strike at the roots of this order. They also repre- 
sent the admired personal values of chastity, honesty, bravery, gener- 
osity, and forgiveness. In both traditions the romances breathe a spirit 
of youth and adventure. 

While it is easy to show that the Greek and Persian romances have 
many similarities, it is more difficult, with the present state of our 
knowledge, to be precise about the actual transmission of this in- 
fluence. Greek literature was widely dispersed throughout the Hellenis- 
tic world in the first centuries of the Christian era, and probably ear- 
lier. Greek influence was strong in the Iranian cultural area during 
the Parthian period (ca. 250 B.c.-a.D. 225), and it is by no means un- 
likely that the Hellenistic romances were read in Iran during this 
period. 

There is, however, direct evidence of the influence of the Greek 
romances on the Persian romances. Two Greek romances survived, in 
a Persianized form and were current in the Ghaznavid period (a.D. 
998-ca. 1050). One of these is Vameg and ‘Azra, of which we have only 
fragments today. Even from its reduced and disjointed condition it is 
clear that this is a Greek romance, the original Greek of which prob- 
ably has been lost. The story was well known in the Ghaznavid 
period and earlier, since it is mentioned numerous times by historians 
and other writers. It probably survived the Mongol period intact, 
after which time manuscripts of it became increasingly rare. 

The other Greek novel surviving well into Islamic times in Persia 
is the Alexander Romance. This romance had entered the Iranian 
tradition in late Sassanian times and was incorporated into the official 
chronicle compiled during the last years of that dynasty. A later 
version of this chronicle was the major source used by Firdawsi to 
write his Shah Náma, and thus many important elements of the 
Alexander Romance became part of this famous rendering of the 
Persian national epic. After Firdawsi the influence of the Alexander 
Romance may be seen in Nizàámi's Eskandar Nama, which in its turn 
spawned numerous imitations. 

In addition, the Alexander Romance survived as a romance, of the 
same genre as Firuz Shah Nama and the other Persian romances. 
Thus the Alexander Romance left its imprint on many levels of 
literature in Persia. 'The combination of the Hellenistic literary tradi- 


LOVE AND WAR 


tion and the two Greek romances which have actually survived in 
Islamic Persian literature, plus possibly others which have vanished 
without a trace, was enough to encourage the growth of an essentially 
new genre of literature in Persia. Here it was fed by the indigenous 
epic tradition, older Iranian romantic fiction as represented by Vis and 
Ramin, and the Arabic romance tradition. From early Islamic times 
the romance as a genre flourished in Persia, and had its effect on other 
kinds of writing, notably the secondary epics. 

The relationship of the romances to the literary epic tradition of 
Persia is complex, with the romances both receiving and exerting in- 
fluence. Many of the formal and thematic elements of the Shah Nama 
are present in the romances. The organization of battles and single 
combats, the descriptions of nature, the focus on individuals, the 
episodic nature of the plot, the mention of authoritative figures from 
Persian society or tradition as sources of particular stories, and many 
more such elements from Shah Nama are found in the romances. In 
addition, most of the romances are liberally sprinkled with verses 
from Firdawsi’s epic. 

The flow of influence was not only in one direction however. After 
Firdawsi completed his Shah Nama, a group of secondary epics were 
written imitating the style of the Shah Nama but using material that 
Firdawsi had not included in his work. The first of these secondary 
epics was Asadi Tusi’s Garshasp Nama, completed in a.p. 1058. The 
latest was Sém Nama, probably completed in the mid-fourteenth cen- 
tury. During this period of approximately three hundred years the 
secondary epics evolved considerably, and as they grew more distant 
in time from the Shah Nama, they came to resemble it less and less. 
Already in Garshasp Nama the influence of the Alexander Romance 
can be detected in the extensive travels of Garshàsp to foreign lands, 
especially in his trip to India and his conversation with the Brahmins 
there. As time went on, the secondary epics lost more and more of 
their epic flavor and in compensation assimilated themselves to the 
romances. The character of the heroes, their deeds and their attitude 
to the world became completely transformed, and with the last of the 
secondary epics, Sém Nama, we have in effect nothing more than a 
versified romance with characters bearing the names of epic heroes. 
The one tradition blended smoothly into the other. 
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While the Iranian and the Greek elements are the most prominent 
in the Persian romances, other sources provided material as well. 
Traces of Turkish epic writing can occasionally be seen. More im- 
portant than this however, is the abundance of thematic material 
from Islamic and Persian folklore. 'The romances abound in stories of 
paris and jinns, the prophet Khizr occasionally appears, wizards and 
sorceresses of all kinds play important roles. Descriptions of marvelous 
animals or landscapes are common and are similar to the accounts 
found in early geographical works and in travelers' tales. Legends 
about or similar to those of Solomon and other figures from Islamic 
popular lore are common. Sermons, maxims, and general advice-giving 
appear frequently and bring to mind the pre-Islamic Zoroastrian didac- 
tic (andarz) literature. 

All of these elements add layers of accretions to the basic story, and 
must be disengaged from the fundamental stratum of the tale. This 
is not always easy or even possible, but itis necessary to attempt it in 
an effort to determine the nature and sources of the romance tradition 
in Persia. Not only must motifs and episodes be isolated to discover 
the true nature of the romances, but these motifs and episodes them- 
selves must be shorn of the embroidery with which they so often are 
clothed so that they may be seen in their basic state. Since the oral 
tradition of the romances is lost, we must work from manuscripts, and 
this complicates our task too. All too common in the manuscripts are 
the errors, corrections, and additions of the scribes, often affecting 
the form of personal and place names. 

The tradition of creating and transmitting romances was continuous 
from Ghaznavid times or earlier until the early twentieth century. 
During this time new romances were made up, and these joined the 
stream of older stories which were being passed on orally or in writ- 
ing, as the two traditions need not be mutually exclusive. A major 
turning point in the development of the Persian romances was the 
establishment of the Safavid dynasty in Persia in 1499. The Safavids 
were Shias, and they promoted this form of Islam vigorously within 
their domain, using all the means at their disposal. One medium for 
Safavid propaganda was the storyteller. Not only were new sorts of 
stories told, stories deriving from the Shia religious tradition, but also 
some of the old romances were rewritten. 'The pre-Safavid Alexander 
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Romance reappeared in a new form in the late Safavid period, and the 
old Romance of Hamza underwent the same sort of reworking. 
Furthermore, new romances were created along the lines of the older 
ones, such as Hoseyn-e Kord, which depicts the struggles of the Shias 
against the Sunnis during the time of Shah ‘Abbas I (1586-1628). One 
of the most popular of the later romances was Amir Arsalan, created 
by the Chief Storyteller in the court of Nasir al-Din Shah. Aside from 
a very few anachronisms, this romance is a typical product of the 
romance tradition and employs all the familiar thematic and formal 
elements. 

Just as Firdawsi’s Shah Nama spawned a number of secondary 
epics, so did the romances give rise to imitations and “potboilers.” In 
the nineteenth century (with some earlier exceptions) there appeared 
greatly abbreviated versions of some older romances, as well as new 
stories, written almost to a formula. These new stories are all quite 
short when compared with the older romances, but they clearly 
derive from the romance tradition. They bear such titles as Falak Naz, 
Malek Jamshid, and Shiruya-e Namdar. These are often available to- 
day in cheap printed editions and are sold in the bazaars and more 
traditional parts of cities and towns. 

Unlike the medieval European romances, the Persian romances do 
not seem to be based on historical characters or incidents, with the 
exception of the Alexander Romance. The heroes often bear names 
familiar from Iranian history or legend, but since the stories them- 
selves reveal little if any similarity to the lives and adventures of these 
older individuals, the use of well-known historical or legendary names 
such as Darius or Jamshid can be attributed to the common tendency 
for groups of stories to crystallize around well-known persons. Thus 
the romances have practically no value as sources of dynastic history. 
They are not entirely useless for historical purposes however, for they 
do reveal some of the social history of their times. 

While the romances contain a considerable amount of fantasy, they 
also reflect certain attitudes toward authority and society. These atti- 
tudes, one can assume, are characteristic of the milieu in which the 
romances flourished, i.e., the lower strata of urban society. The main 
characters of the stories are mainly either princes and courtiers, or 
‘ayyars, and the attitudes toward society implicit in the romances are 
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displayed by these two polar types. The attitude toward royalty and 
the court is largely conventional and romanticized, with the ruler ex- 
pected to be generous and just, the vizier prudent and sage, and the 
prince handsome, brave, and chaste. 'The Persians are always shown as 
physically and morally superior to their enemies. A revolt against a 
non-Persian ruler, or the defection of an enemy ‘ayyar to the Persians 
implies a moral regeneration, almost a sense of conversion. 

Nowhere are these social attitudes more clearly expressed than 
through the ‘ayyars. In the romances the ‘ayyars are equivalent to the 
javanmardan, the Persian manifestation of that medieval Islamic insti- 
tution known as fotovvat. The antecedents, structure, and function of 
this institution are by no means clear, and its form and terminology 
varied to a certain degree in different parts of the Islamic world. Es- 
sentially it was a male fraternal organization having connections with 
various other social and religious institutions. The theoretical manuals, 
the Fotoveat-Námas in Persian, indicate a well-developed ideology 
rooted in Islam, and having a strong esoteric side. The groups of 
javanmardan were initiatory and hierarchical, and stressed a well- 
articulated code of personal and group values. In Persia the javanmar- 
dàn seemed to have connections on the religious side with the sufis, 
and on the secular side with craft and trade groups and with neigh- 
 borhood organizations in different quarters of the cities. The nature 
of these connections is not well understood although the members of 
the fotovvat group seem to have been a part of the network of over- 
lapping interest groups which made up the infrastructure of tradi- 
tional Persian society, and which formed the link between the indi- 
vidual and the central power of the state 

In Persia the members of these fotovvat groups were variously called 
akhis, Sayyars, and javanmardan, the latter two terms being those 
most used in the romances. While the manuals and religious texts 
give the theoretical side of javanmardi, i.e., the ideology and modes of 
behavior of the members, the romances present a practical, albeit 
romanticized, view of the movement. The ‘ayyars/javinmardan are 
the counterweight in these stories to the courtly characters, and neither 
could function (in these plots) without the other. This in itself is 
significant, for in other romance traditions such an interdependence of 
individuals from opposite social poles is hardly ever found to this 
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extent. Some aspects of the code of javanmardi are clearly expressed in 
the romances. For example, great emphasis is placed on such qualities 
as a sense of justice, honesty, respect for women, hospitality, modesty, 
generosity, and strong loyalty to one another and the group as a 
whole. These values are often tested, and the javanmard proves his 
worth by adhering to them regardless of the consequences. 

During the time of the Abbassid Caliph al-Nasir (reigned 1180-1225) 
the fotovvat was reorganized and given official sanction by the Caliph 
for religious and political reasons. At this time many local rulers took 
the oath of allegiance to the ideals of the organization directly from 
al-Nasir himself or from one of his representatives, and those not 
doing so were considered, at least officially, outside the sanctioned 
group. 

To what extent Persian nobles or Turkish rulers in Persia were a 
part of this reorganized fotovvat is not known. What is clear however, 
is that in the romances the ideals of the javanmardan are projected 
upwards, so to speak, onto the nobility. 'The nobles in the romances 
have their special and proper place in society, and represent the func- 
tions of authority and leadership that are their roles in such properly 
ordered monarchies. The Persian monarchy of the romances, however, 
is not expected to operate in an absolute fashion, but is subject to cer- 
tain guidelines, and these guidelines in terms of personal qualities and 
conduct seem in this context to be derived from the ideals of the 
fotovvat. The personal bravery and concern for one's reputation, 
honesty, loyalty, generosity, fairness, and justice, and the strict pre- 
marital chastity seem to be clear echoes of the values of javanmardi, 
and are manifested in such a way as to create a model of what the 
noble should represent from the point of view of a javinmard. While 
there are literary antecedents for the royal types which come from the 
Greek romances, the close similarity to the fotovvat ideals is striking. 
There are few written sources from medieval Persia which reveal 
popular attitudes as clearly as do the romances. 

Firuz Shah Nàma occupies a prominent place among the romances, 
partly because of its length and partly because of its literary qualities. 
In terms of sheer bulk, Firuz Shah Nama would probably be the 
longest of the romances, although to date only three of its total of 
five (?) volumes have actually been discovered. More important, how- 
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ever, is the fact that in literary terms Firuz Shah Nama is one of the 
most interesting examples of the genre. Samak-e SAyyar has survived 
in a largely unretouched form, while Firuz Shah Nama has been 
“embellished,” probably by copyists during the various stages of its 
transmission. Despite this embellishing, the basic style shows through 
clearly. In addition to his pleasant and lively quality the storyteller 
shows real imagination and a sense of humor in the creation and ar- 
rangement of scenes and events. Before expanding on these points how- 
ever, some other specific qualities of this romance will be discussed. 

Firuz Shah Nama, like the other romances, is in no sense historical. 
The purported historical elements in it are confined almost entirely to 
the use of historical names such as Darab or Dara, forms of Darius, 
and a vague memory of Persian contacts with Greece, expressed by the 
presence of Darab’s. vizier Teytus who is said to have been brought 
from Greece when Darab was returning from that part of the world 
to Persia. Beyond the use of such names, which are merely devices to 
give verisimilitude to the tale, there is nothing else in the story which 
refers directly to historical events. Indirectly, of course, more can be 
discovered of a historical nature. 'The expression of popular attitudes 
toward the monarchy, the explicit acceptance and support of the social 
and political systems and the traditions behind them, the social and 
ethical attitudes of javanmardi as mentioned above, are some examples. 

Some sequences in the tale might possibly represent vague historical 
memories. For instance, Firuz Shah’s adventures in Yemen and 
among the islands controlled by "Zanzibaris" could be a memory of 
the Persian conquest of Yemen under Anushirvan in ap. 575. The 
long series of battles and adventures around Malatya, Kayseri, and 
Izmir probably stem from tales told of the Seljuk conquest of Asia 
Minor. Some of the adventures of the Sayyars, especially those leading 
to the conquest of a city, sound very much like certain events described 
in the Tarikh-e Sistan (ed. M. Bahar, [Tehran, a.m. (solar) 1314/a.. 
1935] Pp. 194-97). 

On the other hand, there are a great many un-historical elements in 
Firuz Shah Nama and these are typical of all the romances. Firuz 
Shah's adventures in India owe much more to the Alexander Romance 
than to Ghaznavid military expeditions. Many of the wonders seen 
on islands and elsewhere derive from the works of early geographers 
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or travelers’ tales. The most fruitful sources of narrative elements and, 
motifs, however, are Islamic and Persian folklore. Islamic folklore 
contains various strata of elements deriving from general world folk- 
lore, from the folklore of specific localities, and from the religion of 
Islam itself. In the case of Islamic Persia, its own rich stock of lore 
supplies the local element. 

Important characters in most of the romances are jinns, paris, and 
divs. Jinns are invisible beings said to be created from fire, and are 
recognized by both official and popular Islam. ‘They are usually said 
to be hostile to humans, but sometimes they can be helpful. More 
prominent in the romances are the paris and divs, both of which are 
_of Iranian origin. Paris are said to be created from air, are of both 
sexes, and are generally helpful to humans. They intervene at crucial 
moments in Firuz Shah Nama to save the hero from otherwise certain 
death. The paris and jinns live on the mythical Mt. Qaf, said to be the 
mountain range which surrounds the earth, where the jinns are the 
ruling class. 

To balance the benevolence of the paris, the storytellers would often 
introduce divs, large, ugly, and malevolent creatures. Most of the divs 
in Firuz Shih Nama have been assigned talismanic tasks by Solomon 
who was said to have subdued the divs and brought them under his 
control. The divs in the romances are killed by the heroes who often 
have supernatural aid. 

Closely connected with these supernatural beings are the wizards 
and sorceresses. These are human beings who have learned the magic 
arts by studying with master magicians, and who practice black 
rather than white magic. They are always in the service of the enemy 
and sometimes bring great harm to the Persians before they are sub- 
dued. A sorcerer and a sorceress are important characters in Firuz 
Shah Nama. Such characters appear less often in the other romances. 
Wizards usually dwell in a far-off cave in the mountains or on an 
island, and must be sought out with great difficulty. 

The magic of these wizards consists partly in controlling the forces 
of nature. They are able to darken the sky, cause severe wind and rain 
storms, and the like. In addition, they are able to perform super- 
natural feats such as flying through the air, changing their form, 
binding heroes with invisible bonds, etc. They are often described as 
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old, misshapen, and ugly individuals, although occasionally one ap- 
pears as a pretty, young girl. Wizards can be made to forget their 
magic by forcing a steel needle into their brain. This seems akin to 
the common Persian belief that carrying on the person an article of 
steel such as a needle or a pin will protect one from jinns. 

Magical and religious elements often blend in the romances. The 
heroes are taught spells to serve some purpose, and these spells often 
resemble Islamic prayers. The 99 names of God possess certain powers, 
but the Greatest Name of God bestows tremendous powers upon the 
one who knows it. Its power will protect him and allow him to break 
spells, a problem which often confronts the hero of a romance. The - 
Greatest Name, if known, can not be transmitted to anyone else with- 
out the transmitter himself forgetting it. 

Religion rarely enters directly into the romances. There is no men- 
tion of mullas, or the religious classes, and the heroes never visit 
mosques. In times of crisis the heroes will pray, but beyond this, reli- 
gion plays no overt role in these stories. Indirectly, however, religious 
attitudes are apparent. The heroes will often convert heathen enemies 
to monotheism, although Islam per se is almost never mentioned. Fire 
and idol temples are vigorously destroyed by the Persians. Polytheism 
and idolatry are usually synonymous with bad character and evil ways, 
while the conversion to monotheism brings about a moral reform as 
well. Most apparent, however, is the fatalistic attitude which pervades 
the romances. This attitude is manifested in two ways. First, the hero 
often finds an inscribed tablet, as does Malek Bahman in Firuz Shah 
Nama, which was written in the remote past but which mentions the 
hero by name as the only one who can break the spell, find the 
treasure, open the locked door, etc., and benefit from its wisdom. The 
hero's actions are often pre-determined, and while the ostensible 
reason might be that such and such an ancient king decreed thus in 
his legacy, it is really a reflection of a fatalistic attitude which is 
often felt in Persian writing, especially in lyric poetry. 

The other way in which this fatalistic attitude shows itself is in 
connection with death. The heroes believe that if one’s time has not 
come, one will not die, but that if that moment has come, there is no 
preventing death from claiming its victim. This belief is often seen in 
the single combats that the heroes fight before a general battle. Here 
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it is often explicitly stated that so and so died because destiny had 
decreed it. 

All of the Persian romances are third-person narratives. The narra- 
tor is omniscient and sets himself at one remove from the events nar- 
rated by the constant use of conventional opening phrases. These 
phrases consist of variations on the pattern "The tellers of stories and 
the narrators of tales relate that. . .” . Occasionally the presence of the 
narrator is felt directly. This can be through his direct comments on 
the action such as “and thus you can see that a bad character leads to 
bad action," or by the use of a first-person verb in a phrase such as 
"and now we will return to the story of so and so and tell of his 
adventures." Otherwise, the narrators do not participate in the story. 
'The narrators nevertheless project a clear and consistent set of values 
and opinions. They are, quite understandably, very partial to the. 
Persian heroes as against the enemy heroes. The Persians are often 
given flattering epithets, while the enemies are not only portrayed as 
treacherous and unscrupulous, but are called by such epithets as “the 
lying," "the cursed," and "the scoundrel." The narrators also support 
the Persians' values and ideology. They often show the enemy as 
living an immoral or unethical life, and acting foolishly, by doing 
such things as making important decisions while drunk, threatening 
Persian ambassadors, breaking agreements, and so on. 

Being omniscient, the narrators often anticipate future action. The 
narrators of the Greek romances usually comment directly on the 
future course of the plot. The Persian narrators prefer to use a device 
in the story itself, which is usually a prediction of the future on the 
basis of astrological data. Most heroes have such predictions made at 
the moment of their birth, as is the case with Firuz Shah. Such pre- 
dictions are also made after a major turning point in the action, such 
as the sudden disappearance of an important character. Thus the 
statements anticipating future events come from a character or some 
other source within the story rather than directly from the narrator in 
his omniscience. 

Firuz Shah Nama provides excellent examples of the kinds of 
characters who people the Persian romances. Darab, Teytus, Firuz 
Shah, Mogantara, Helal, Sarvar, Landyur, and the others are all char- 
acter types who can be met in the other romances as well. In fact, the 
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characters of the Persian romances are very much stock types. Being 
stereotypes, they can be seen as playing standard roles rather than be- 
having in a natural way. 'This is one of the qualities of the romances 
which help define them as a distinct literary genre. 

The hero of each romance is a prince (Samak-e ‘Ayydr has two 
heroes, Samak and a prince). The hero's beloved is a princess, usually 
from a foreign land. Closely associated with him is his father, the old 
king (Darab in the present text), his vizier (Teytus here), and several 
*ayyars (as Behruz, Shabrang, Ashub, etc.). Opposing him will be an 
enemy prince with essentially the same sort of entourage, and often 
they both will be pursuing the same girl. In all cases the hero is born 
to be a hero, and his heroic qualities are apparent even at a young 
age. In these terms, the hero has merely to grow up in order to begin 
fulfilling his function as a hero, as is the case with Firuz Shah. Be- 
cause his role has been predestined for him and he has been cast in the 
mold of a hero, he does not change or develop after he reaches his 
mid-teens. This means that none of the romantic heroes, Firuz Shah 
included, learns much from experience or matures in wisdom. ‘They are 
just as likely to make the same mistake in their maturity that they did 
when they were young. When faced with a sudden or difficult de- 
cision, they usually go to pieces and rely heavily on their advisors. 
They often have to be saved from their own follies, as is the case with 
Firuz Shah when he is poisoned by Landyur. 

Balancing the prince’s role is the stock figure of the ‘ayyar. The 
Sayyar must be a commando, a spy, a speedy messenger who is also 
clever with words, and a shrewd advisor to his prince. While the 
prince fights in public, the ‘ayyar fights in private. The prince is brave, 
strong, and handsome, while the ‘ayyar is agile, clever, and self-effac- 
ing. The ‘ayyars have no command function in the army, since this 
is the prince’s role. Thus these two roles with their stock characters 
balance each other. The prince needs the ‘ayyar in order to function 
effectively, and the ‘ayyar can only function as an agent of the prince. 

There are other role-pairs in the romances too. The prince-vizier or 
king-vizier combination is always found, and another almost as com- 
mon is that of princess-maid. This latter resembles the prince-‘ayyar 
pair closely. The princesses are bold, aggressive, and beautiful. Like 
the princes, they tend to be reckless and display bad judgment. To 
make up for this, they have as their confidante their old nurse, usually 
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a woman of mature years and shrewd judgment. ‘Eyn al-Hayat has 
such a nurse in Asma and Turan Dokht has Jànàna. These nurses 
advise the princesses, carry messages, make arrangements, and in 
general act like their male counterparts, the ‘ayyars. The females show 
no more psychological development than do the males, and indeed 
such development plays no part in the Persian romance tradition. In 
general the only change discernible in a character is that he grows 
older. Older characters are usually wiser characters, but since the 
princes do not grow much wiser in their old age, the wise characters 
are presented to us as already old and wise when we first meet them in 
the story. Since their role is to be wise, they remain wise, and grow 
older. . 

The romances were created to be entertaining stories, but since the 

Persian literary tradition required that literature be both entertaining 

and uplifting, the romances have their didactic side as well. The didac- 
tic material is presented in two ways, and Firuz Shah Nama has some 
excellent examples of each. As we have already said, the romances 
breathe the spirit of javanmardi and the characters who live by this 
code behave in a manner which well exemplifies their personal values. 
This is one kind of didacticism, and its message is put across through 
the behavior of the characters. 

The other way of presenting didactic material is to state it directly. 
The narrator does not state it, but presents it either as a sermon de- 
livered by one of the characters, such as Darab’s lecture on the mutual 
obligations of the king and his people (pp. 101-103), or as a message 
from an ancient king. These legacies of wisdom usually advise against 
excessive attachments to the things of this world. An example is the 
advice that King Tahmuras, a mythical Iranian king of the distant 
past, has left for Firuz Shah on an inscribed tablet (p. 151). General 
advice is also contained in letters sent by kings, such as Darab’s letters 
to his enemies. Here the proper modes of conduct are described and 
the enemy's misdeeds are then contrasted with them. Occasionally 
didactic material is presented in the form of anecdotes, either told by 
the narrator, who intrudes into the narration as frequently happens in 
Eskandar Nama, or told by a character. Teytus tells such an anecdote 
to the king of Barbar in connection with the bride-contest early in the 


story (p. 34). | 
From the personality of the narrator of Firuz Shah Nama, as he 
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displays his omniscience, it is apparent that he considers it his role to 
be a teacher as well as an entertainer. The same perception of their 
role can be seen among the public storytellers of Tehran today. Nowa- 
days their repertory is considerably reduced, consisting almost entirely 
of stories from the Shah Nama, Garshasp Nama, Bahman Nama, and 
other such works containing material from the Iranian national legend. 
The narrators frequently comment on passages of their story, explain- 
ing moral or philosophical points with a clearly didactic intention. 

As a contrast to this more serious side of the romances, the narrators 
provide us with comic relief, These scenes are always exploits of the 
"ayyárs, often where they trick one of their opposite number from the 
enemy side. Qessa-e Hamza has numerous such incidents involving an 
*ayyàr named ‘Omar. There are some very amusing scenes in Samak-e 
CAyyár, and Firuz Shah Nama has its share, too, notably the scene 
where the fayyar Shabrang tricks his enemy Helal at night in the 
desert. The kings and princes preserve their dignity and gravity, at 
least in public, but the ‘ayyars are more playful and serve to balance 
the rather formal nature of the royalty. Thus on this level as well as 
on the structural level, these stories show a nice sense of balance and 
tension between the roles that the characters play, and between the 
personalities of the characters themselves. 

The language of Firuz Shah Nama is revealing in that it can give 
us clues about how the narrator must have sounded while telling this 
tale in the fifteenth century. Furthermore, it tells us something about 
the history of the text in this particular recension. There are two 
distinct levels of language in this romance. One is the basic narrative 
language of the oral storyteller, or something close to it, and this is 
very similar to the underlying level of language of the other romances. 
It is a language reasonably close to the spoken language of the time of 
the manuscript or earlier, characterized by relatively few literary 
devices and obscure or unusual words. While the sentences are often 
long, they are simple, consisting of several independent clauses or sen- 
tences strung together by conjunctions. It is a straightforward narra- 
tive style, robust and direct, and well-suited to express the fast-moving 
action of this story. _ 

Grafted on to the storyteller’s language here and there in the text is 
language of a very different style. This is an elaborate, descriptive style 
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employing many Arabicisms and a more complicated syntax. It 
appears frequently throughout the romance, and is generally used for 
descriptions of sunrises and sunsets, very dark nights, other astronomi- 
cal phenomena, and beautiful women. Its more lyrical qualities make 
it better suited than the simpler narrative style to such descriptions. 
Some of the descriptions of beautiful women, such as the one of Turan 
Dokht and “Eyn al-Hayat on p. 89, seem to be almost set-pieces, tours 
de force used by the narrator to display his skill with words and daz- 
zle his audience. Although these two styles do not fit well together in 
an organic sense, when they are skillfully used and balanced against each 
other, they do provide contrast and a relief from monotony. 

The presence of this more elaborate descriptive style in Firuz Shah 
Nama can probably be explained as the work of coypists or scribes 
who wished to embellish the rather simple narrative prose with the 
more elegant language of courtly literature. We know that from the 
tenth to the sixteenth century, the language of court prose evolved in 
the direction of greater elaboration, richness, and complexity. In any 
given period, the language of the preceding period or century was 
regarded as too simple and not sufficiently "literary". We also know 
that these romances were popular in courtly circles, especially in the 
Moghul courts of India. The expense of copying and illustrating a 
manuscript the size of Firuz Shah Nama could be borne, undoubtedly, 
only by a noble. If a romance such as Firuz Shah Nama were copied 
by a noble's scribes, it would be perfectly reasonable to expect them 
to "improve" its style to make it more appealing to the literary taste of 
the time. It is possible that additions to the stories themselves were 
made as well, but these are more difficult to isolate. It may be that the 
long episodes which appear in all the romances in which the hero is 
taken to the other world, the kingdom of the paris and divs, are later 
additions, but we have no clear proof of this yet. 

In addition to adding lush descriptive passages, the romances in 
general and Firuz Shah Nama especially were adorned with verses 
from contemporary and earlier court poets. These verses are liberally 
sprinkled throughout the text and provide an index to the literary 
taste of the times. Firdawsi (d. ca. 1025), Farrokhi (d. 1038), Anvari 
(d. 1170 or 1190), Nizàámi (d. 1209), Sa‘di (d. 1292), and Hafez (d. 
1390) are all represented, as are others less well-known or unidentified. 
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The courtly prose of the medieval period was well-leavened with verse, 
and this was the accepted way to write prose, regardless of its subject 
matter. The presence of such verses in Firuz Shah Nama is further 
evidence for this text having been “improved”, as the narrator him- 
self would probably not have used such verse. 

There is another sort of verse in Firuz Shah Náma however, of less 
quality but considerably more interest than the above. This is written 
in the meter of epic poetry, motagareb, and can not be attributed to 
any of the familiar classical poets. In addition, this verse is more than 
a mere decoration for the text. It fits the plot well and sometimes 
even advances the action. All this strongly suggests that this verse is 
part of an earlier, metrical version of the story of Firuz Shah. This 
probability is strengthened by the well-known fact that storytellers 
find it easier to compose in verse than in non-metrical prose, and 
easier to keep verse in mind. There is not enough verse present in 
Firuz Shah Nama to reconstruct the story, but enough to indicate that 
the narrator or scribe knew portions of a metrical version, or that the 
storyteller knew passages of such a version which he used as mnemonic 
devices. 

The printed text was edited by Zabihollah Safa and published in 
two volumes by the Bongah-e Tarjoma va Nashr-e Ketàb in Tehran 
(1339-41/1960-63). These volumes, the first two parts of the story, are 
based on MS 1517 in the Revan Library, Topkapi Saray, Istanbul. The 
narrator, Mowlana Sheikh Muhammad ‘Taheri, known as Bighami, 
whose name appears several times in the text, was probably a profes- 
sional storyteller of the late fifteenth century. Nothing further is 
known about him. The text was actually written down by a scribe or 
secretary, Mahmud Daftar-Khwan in Tabriz and completed in the 
month of Zu al-Hejja 887 (January/February 1483). Mahmud Daftar- 
Khwan wrote the text either from memory or at the dictation of 
Sheikh Bighami, but the way in which he refers to the Sheikh indi- 
cates that Bighami was alive at the time of the writing. 

Part three of the story has not yet come to light, but part four 
(calling itself part three) exists as MS 555 (Zettersteen Catalogue 418) 
in the Uppsala University Library, Uppsala, Sweden. This manuscript 
of over three hundred leaves and containing numerous paintings was 
written by Mostafa Qazvini and completed on the 15th of Jomadi al- 
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Avval, 1201 (5 March 1787). It is not stated in which city the manu- 
script was copied. It does state at the end that the story will be con- 
tinued in book four (i.c., five). There is a gap of approximately 25 years 
in the story between the end of part two and the beginning of part 
four, since at the opening of book four, Firuz Shah has been married 
to ‘Eyn al-Hayat for some time and they have had a son, Malek Bah- 
man, who seems to be in his late teens or early twenties. 

To this date I have seen no Persian version of Firuz Shah Nama 
which can fill in this gap in the story, or which continues the story 
beyond the end of book four, which is the Uppsala Manuscript. 'There 
is, however, a complete version in Arabic which was printed in four 
volumes in Cairo (1266/1946-47) which to a certain extent makes up 
for the missing Persian sections, while differing in a significant num- 
ber of ways from the Persian story. Other, defective, Persian manu- 
scripts of Firuz Shah Nama exist, plus Turkish and Urdu translations, 
none of which have I seen. | 

The story of Firuz Shah is long, complicated, and episodic and only 
portions of it have been translated. The translated parts, in brief, are 
as follows: Firuz Shah, young son of King Darab of Persia, dreams of 
a princess of Yemen, ‘Eyn al-Hayat, and falls in love with her. He sets 
out with his companion Farrokh Zad, for Yemen to find the Princess 
‘Eyn al-Hayat, and in the process undergoes a number of adventures 
and becomes involved in matters larger than he had bargained for. 
Firuz Shah and “Eyn al-Hayàt meet and declare their love, but are 
soon separated. Firuz Shah is handed over as tribute to some “Zanzi- 
baris” (i.e., blacks) and imprisoned in their land. Darab learns of this 
and sends an army to Yemen to rescue his son and punish those who 
did him wrong. Firuz Shah with an army from Zanzibar arrives in 
Yemen at the same time as Darab’s army. Together the Persians are 
too powerful for the Yemenis, who flee to Ta‘izz, then to Egypt, tak- 
ing “Eyn al-Hayat with them. There King Valid of Egypt gives them 
support in return for the promise of ‘Eyn al-Hayat for his son. The 
Persians march on Egypt and the Egyptian and Yemeni forces are so 
hard-pressed that they send for a wizard, Moqantara, to help them. 
The wizard magically carries off all of the Persian leaders. Persian 
fayyárs rescue them and kill the wizard. They return to Egypt and 
help the Persians capture Cairo. 
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While Firuz Shah goes off to conquer Alexandria, “Eyn al-Hayat 
and Turan Dokht, the princess of Egypt and beloved of the Persian 
hero Mozaffar Shah, are kidnapped and taken first to Malatya, then 
Kayseri. Then Turan Dokht is kidnapped by magic, and “Eyn al- 
Hayat. is taken to a prison in Izmir. Meanwhile the Persians capture 
Alexandria, Damascus, Antioch, and Malatya. Mozaffar Shah sets out 
to find his beloved, Turan Dokht, and Firuz Shah sends the ‘ayyars 

. to find 'Eyn al-Hayat. 

They rescue ‘Eyn al-Hayàt but on the return trip she is spirited 
away to a castle by a warlike girl, Jahan Afruz. This girl also brings 
Firuz Shah there, and the three of them enjoy themselves until they 
are surprised by the enemy. They escape this threat and Firuz Shah 
makes plans to marry “Eyn al-Hayat. 

Mozaffar Shah and his *ayyàr Ashub search for the lost Turan Dokht 
and Mozaffar Shah is captured by a sorceress. Ashub, with the help of 

a pari, kills the sorceress and rescues Turan Dokht. All three even- 
tually return to the Persians’ headquarters in Kayseri. 

After capturing a difficult mountain fortress, Firuz Shah wants to 
spend a few days hunting before returning to Persia. He is drugged 
and kidnapped by a pari and taken to the mythical Mt. Qaf. After 
eight years there among the paris he is returned to the world of 
humans. He and *Eyn al-Hayat marry and have a son Malek Bahman. 
Time passes and Malek Bahman grows up to be a hero like his father. 

The Persians make an expedition to China to fight the great Khan 
Shakamun. The niece of Moqantara the Wizard, whom the Persians 
had killed earlier, arrives to help the Chinese and take vengeance on 
the Persians for the death of her uncle. She does great harm to the 
Persian army but is finally subdued by Behruz the ‘Ayyar. Malek 
Bahman and Shakamun Khàn's daughter, Khorshid Chehr, fall in 
love but are separated by circumstances. 

King Darab dies in Persia and Firuz Shah would return there at 
once but for the fact that Malek Bahman has been captured by the 
enemy. While away from his father, Malek Bahman kills a dragon, 
and continues his search for his beloved. ; 

Firuz Shah is poisoned by an enemy and taken to Mt. Qaf, land of ` 
the paris, for treatment. The antidote is found by Malek Bahman only 
after breaking many spells and killing many divs. Firuz Shah is cured, 
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the battles are ended and the Persians set out to return to Persia. Malek 
Bahman goes his own way to seek Khorshid Chehr, while Firuz Shah 
makes his way homeward. 

* * * 

Thus ends the fourth part of the story, and the cycle of Firuz Shah’s 
adventures. In its full form the tale is immensely long and compli- 
cated, and if book four were printed from the manuscript, the total 
size of the printed version, parts one, two, and four, would run to 
about 2,500 pages. To select approximately one tenth of this mass of 
material for translation has been a delicate task. The decisions about 
what to translate and what to leave out, and how to present such a 
tangled and rambling tale in a reduced form for the western reader 
have been difficult, and in the end, highly subjective. 

In this translation I have tried to do three things: First, I have tried 
to present a connected story, maintaining something of the balance 
. and proportion of the original. Second, I have tried to select incidents 
which are characteristic of Firuz Shah Nama, and the Persian ro- 
mances in general. Third, I have tried to render these in a language 
that is neither too literal nor too colloquial. 

A word about each of these problems will complete this introduc- 
tion. First, the story in the original is connected, but it is not easy to 
follow because of the length of the sections describing the separate 
adventures of the heroes, adventures that are taking place simultane- 
ously. These adventures frequently run to more than 100 pages, and 
in themselves are often tangled and inflated. In addition, there are a 
number of separate adventures described which do not figure in the 
mainstream of the advancing plot, and sometimes give the feeling of 
having been merely added on because they are good stories themselves, 
or just to pad out the story. This episodic and fragmentary nature 
makes the thread of the plot difficult to keep in sight. 

I have selected certain incidents which are typical of their kind, and 
which, as a type, often appear. The single combat, the appearance of 
a wizard, the breaking of a spell, the killing of a div, the presentation 
of didactic material, the writing and delivery of a letter, kidnappings, 
and the adventures of the Sayyars are such incidents. In the full text 
scenes like these are repeated many times. Occasionally, scenes such as 
the single combat of the hero are highly structured and stereotyped, 
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revealing a standard pattern and similar if not identical wording. 
Again, I have tried to keep the proportions of the translation more or 
less consonant with the proportions of the full text. 

'The language, the central problem of any translation, is the most 
difficult problem and the one least amenable to a generally satisfactory 
solution. While the Persian of the original is not difficult, it is rather 
limited and monotonous to read after a thousand or so pages. It is 
even more monotonous in translation. This is true in spite of the 
variety offered by the more florid passages discussed earlier. The fact 
is that the action and the dialogue, which constitute 95 per cent of the 
story, are in a simple but stylized colloquial style. Thus the variety 
offered by the more elaborate passages, while appearing with a certain 
frequency, is limited to short descriptive passages, the subject matter of 
which is severely limited. 

I have taken certain liberties with the text in an effort to make a 
more readable translation. I have increased slightly the ratio of dia- 
logue to expository prose. I have compressed certain passages and scenes 
by cutting out repetitive or irrelevant material. I have divided sentences 
differently from the way they appear in the printed text. Since there is 
no punctuation at all in the original text, any textual division using 
punctuation, indentation, paragraphs, sections or chapter titles, brackets, 
and parentheses is arbitrary. I have tried for variety in rendering the 
standard epithets, descriptive terms, and conversational expressions 
which are repeated countless times in the text. Finally, I have tried to 
avoid too many current colloquialisms which would date the transla- 
tion as quickly and decisively as the "stained glass" translations (in 
Prof. G. M. Wickens' words) of most of the Persian classics. 

For the convenience of the reader a cast of characters has been sup- 
plied which although large, represents only a fraction of the characters 
who appear in the full text. A short glossary is also appended. 

The transliteration scheme has been applied consistently except in the 
case of common place names, personal names and other terms which 
are well-known in English and which can be found in standard Amer- 
ican dictionaries and reference works. 


Cast of Characters 


C Abd al-Khaleq 
©Adnan “Adani 
C Adnün ibn Qeys 
€ Ajela 

‘Alam Ari 
“4r“ar 
Ardashir 
Ardavan 
Arzang 

Ashub 

Asma 

C Astur 


Bad Raftar 

Bahman 
Bahman of the Golden 
Casque 

Bahman of the Golden 
Robe 

Bahram 

Behruz 

Behzad 


Caesar of Rum 
Darab 


Esfandiyar 
Esma‘il 


Persian noble 

Yemeni warrior. Brother of Qeys. 

Syrian general. 

Sorceress. Sister of Jandala. 

Persian noble. 

Yemeni general. 

Persian noble, 

Persian hero. Son of Farrokh Zad. 

A div killed by Malek Bahman., 

Persian *ayyar. 

Nurse of *Eyn al-Hayat. 

Caesar of Rum. Father of Jahin Afruz and 
Shah Nush. 

Yemeni ‘ayyar who defects to the Persians. 
Legendary Persian king. Father of Darab. 


Persian noble. 


Persian noble. 

Persian noble, 

Persian ‘ayyar. 

Persian noble. Brother of Farrokh Zad. Son 
of Pil Zur. 

King “Astur. The Byzantine Emperor. Father 
of Shah Nush and Jahan Afruz. 

King of Persia. Father of Firuz Shah. 
Legendary King of ancient Persia. 

A hermit. 
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Eyn al-Hayat 


Farhad 
Farrokh 
Farrokh Zad 


Feridun 
Fidus 


Firuz Shah 
Gol 
Gol Andim 


Golbui 


. Goshtüsp 
Gowhar-e Taj 


Gudarz 
Helal 
Transhah 
Jahan Afruz 


Jamshid 
Jamshid Shah 
Jānāna 
Jandala 
Javandust 
Kermanshah 
Khaja Elyas 
Khannas 
Khorshid Chehr 
Khorshid Shah 
Kudaris 

Kula 

Lalé 


— Landyur . 
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Yemeni princess. Daughter of King Sarvar. 
Beloved of Firuz Shah. 

Persian noble. 

Persian noble. 

Persian noble. Brother of. Behzad. Son of 
Pil Zur. 

Legendary king of ancient Iran. 

King of Barbar. Father of Gowhar-e Taj who 
becomes Déarab’s wife and the mother of 
Firuz Shah. 

Prince of Persia. Son of King Dáàràb. 
Lady-in-waiting of Eyn al-Hayat. 

Princess of Alexandria. Daughter of Sekan- 
dar Shah. 

Princess of Damascus. Daughter of King 
Masruq ibn *Ataba. 

Legendary king of ancient Iran. 

Daughter of King Fidus of Barbar. 

Mother of Firuz Shah. 

Persian noble, 

Yemeni ‘ayyar. 

Persian noble. 

Daughter of King “Astur, the Caesar of Rum. 
Mistress of a castle. Sister of Shah Nush. 
Legendary king of ancient Iran. 

Persian noble. 

Maid of Turén Dokht. 

A sorceress. 

Butcher in Damascus. A javanmard. 

King of Istakhr in Persia. 

A merchant who befriends Firuz Shah. 

King of the jinns. Son of Shatalat. Brother 
of Oibt. Father of Mahleqa. 

Daughter of Shakamun Khan. Beloved of 
Malek Bahman. 

Persian noble. 

King of Ceylon, or Sarandib. 

A div. 

A eunuch guarding “Eyn al-Hayat’s quar- 
ters. Also called Salah. 

Indian warrior. 


Lohrasp 
Mahleqa 
Mahrut 
Mahtab 

Malek Bahman 
Malek Nasr 
Mangu Khan 
Mard Afgan 
Masruq ibn *Ataba 
Mehryar 
Mogantara 
Mozaffar Shah 
Nasr 

Nasr ibn *Adl | 
Nasrin 

Nik Akhtar 
Nik Andish 
Palang Afgan 
Parvana 

Pil Afgan 

Pil Pai 

Pil Tan 


Pil Zur 


Pulad Chang 
Oabus 
Qader Shah 
Oaher Shah 


Oahhar 

Oahrama 

Oaraghan 

Qaren the World-Burner 
Oaren the 
World-Conqueror 


Qeys 


Qeysän 
Qibt 
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Legendary king of ancient Iran. 

Pari princess. Cousin of Ruhana. 

Persian noble. 

Pari girl. Beloved of Shahana. 

Son of Firuz Shah and “Eyn al-Hayat. 
Yemeni general. 

Turkish general. 

Persian noble. 

King of Damascus. Father of Golbui. 
Vizier of Shakamun Khan. 

A magician. 

Persian noble. Ruler of Hirmand. 

Yemeni fighter. 

King of Aleppo. 

Lady-in-waiting of *Eyn al-Hayat. 

Vizier of King Fidus of Barbar. 

Vizier of King Valid ibn Khaled of Egypt. 
Persian noble, 

Pari companion of Mahleqa. 

Persian noble, 

Persian Sayyar. 

Hero in the court of King Darab. 

Father of Pil Zur. 

Hero in the court of King Darab. Son of Pil 
Tan. Father of Farrokh Zad and Behzad. 
Persian *ayyár. 

Rumi soldier. 

Persian noble. Brother of Qaher Shah. 
Local ruler in Western Persia. Brother of 
Qader Shah. 

Persian noble, 

Persian noble. 

Chief of Lulu fortress in Rum. 

Persian noble. 

Persian noble, 

Yemeni warrior. Brother of ‘Adnan 
‘Adani. 

A pari. Brother of Ruhana. 

King of the Jinns. Son of Shatalét. Brother 
of King Khannas. 


27 


LOVE AND WAR 
Rostam 


Rowshan Rai 
Ruhàna 


Saghir 
Salah 


Salar 

Sam 

Sarvar 
Sekandar Shah 
Seyf al-Dowla 
Shabrang 
Shah Asad 
Shah Hares 
Shah Hezabr 
Shah Nush 


Shah Ruz 
Shah Saleh 


Shah Selim 

Shah Shoja 
Sháhána 
Shahmard 
Shakal 
Shakamun Khan 


Shamsa 


Sharifa 

Shir Afgan 
Shirin Savar 
Shirzad 
Shot lina 
Simin 
Siyamak 
Siyavash 
Soheyl 


28 


1. Legendary Iranian hero. 

2. Persian hero from Ardestan. 

Vizier of King Darab. 

Pari princess. Cousin of Mahleqa. 

Sister of Qeysan. 

Youth in the service of Jahan Afruz. 

A eunuch guarding ‘Eyn al-Hayat’s quarters. 
Also called Lali. 


Persian noble. 


- Persian noble. 


King of Yemen. Father of ‘Eyn al-Hayat. 
King of Alexandria. 

King of Malatya. 

Persian ‘ayyar. 

Prince of Yemen. Son of King Sarvar. 

Prince of Yemen. Son of King Sarvar. 

Prince of Yemen. Son of King Sarvar. 

Ruler of Kayseri. Son of King “Astur, the 
Caesar of Rum; brother of Jahan Afruz. 
Prince of Kashmir. 

Prince of Egypt. Son of King Valid ibn 
Khaled. 

King of Moslemiya. 

Prince of Yemen. Son of King Sarvar. 

A pari youth. 

Persia noble from Nahravan. 

Indian ruler. 

Great Khan of China. Father of Khorshid 
Chehr, the beloved of Malek Bahman. 

A sorceress. Niece of Moqantara the magi- 
cian. 

Maid of Eyn al-Hayat. 

Persian noble. 

Persian noble from Taleqan. 

Persian hero. 

A div. 

Maid of ‘Eyn al-Hayat. 

Persian hero. 

Persian merchant, painter, and *ayyàr. 
Yemeni general. 


Susan 
Tahmash 
Tahmur 
Tahmuras 
Tamartash 
Tareq 
Teyfur 
Teymurtash 
Teytus 


Tumar 
Tur 
Turan Dokht 


Tutiyanush 
Valid ibn Khaled 
Vang 


Zal 
Zarrina 
Zur Azmai 
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Lady-in-waiting of *Eyn al-Hayat. 

Persian noble, 

Persian hero, 

Persian noble. 

Warrior of Rum. 

Persian Sayyar. 

Vizier of King Sarvar. 

Ruler in Arabia Felix. 

Vizier of King Darab. Avis to Firuz 
Shah. 

King of Zanzibar. 

Persian noble. 

Princess of Egypt. -Daughter of Valid ibn 
Kháled. Beloved of Mozaffar Shah. 

Persian advisor. Son of Teytus. 

King of Egypt. Father of Turan Dokht. 
‘Ayyar from China. Works against the Per- 
sians. 

Legendary hero of ancient Iran. 

Treasurer of Jahin Afruz. 

Hero from Barbar who trains Firuz Shāh in 
horsemanship and the military arts, 
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Praises be to God, and benediction and peace be on the best of His 
creatures, Muhammad, and all of his family. The relators of stories and 
the revealers of secrets and the chroniclers of this tale thus relate that 
when Darab, son of Bahman, son of Esfandiyar, son of Goshtasp, son 
of Lohrasp, became King of Persia, he opened the door of justice and 
stayed the hand of oppression, and all of his nobles were in accord with 
him. In his court was a hero called Pil Zur, son of Pil Tan, a descendant 
of Rostam, son of Zal, and there was no one his equal in all of Iran. 
King Darab had two learned viziers as well, Rowshan Rai and Teytus 
the Wise. The latter, a philosopher from Greece, was not only ex- 
tremely wise and able but also was an expert in all branches of knowl- 
edge. 

One day while Daràb was drinking wine and enjoying himself with 
- the nobles of his court, by the will of God, he heaved a great sigh. 

“Your Majesty!” cried Teytus, “what has happened to make you sigh 
so? Tell us and maybe we can solve the problem." 

“My wise friend,” said Darab, “the world is honored and illuminated 
by mankind. Some time ago when God granted me a son, his mother 
died in childbirth. I considered that son inauspicious and I ordered him 
thrown into the sea. I don’t know now whether he is dead or alive. 
Since I am the King of Persia, I need a son who will succeed me on 
the throne just as I succeeded my father, King Bahman. I need a son 
who will be a memorial to me so that my name will not be lost to the 
world. But no matter how hard I try, I have no success. I want you 
to read the stars and see if there is a son in my horoscope, and if there 
is a son, from whose womb he shall be born. Oh, how I long for God to 
grant me a son!” 
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Teytus proceeded very carefully. When Darab’s horoscope was de- 
termined, he examined the fifth house, which is the house of sons. ‘The 
master of the fifth house was in a period of generosity. 

“Good news,” exclaimed the vizier. “The master of the fifth house 
will be generous and soon God will present you with a son.” 

“I have sought this for so long and have not received it that I have 
become jaded from intercourse and have little desire in that direction. 
What solution do you propose?” 

“You must do two things. You know that among the bodily organs, 
the four chief ones are the heart, the brain, the liver, and the kidneys. 
The heart has the rank of king, the brain the rank of vizier, the liver 
that of a governor, and the kidneys that of a general. You need a tonic 
which will invigorate these four organs. In addition, you must take a 
foreign woman. The doctors say that if during the time of intercourse 
your will and desire are masculine a son will be conceived, and if your 
will and desire are feminine at that time, a daughter will be conceived. 
Furthermore, you must desire a person whose inclinations are strongly 
in agreement with yours.” 

“Then prepare me that tonic and find me a suitable woman,” com- 
manded the King. 

“Long live the King!” exclaimed the vizier. “I have heard that in the 
kingdom of Barbar, King Fidus has a beautiful and talented daughter. 
She is the one whom we must bring for you.” 

“Excellent,” said Darab, “you must go for her.” 

“Tt is my duty to do so.” 

Dàrab made all the preparations and sent Teytus with four great 
generals from his retinue to the court of Fidus in Hamavaran. After a 
long journey Teytus reached Hāmāvarān and sent slaves ahead to in- 
form King Fidus of his arrival. 

Upon hearing this news, the King of Barbar called in his minister, 
Nik Akhtar, saying to him, “At the time when Darab was returning 
from Greece he passed through here without harming us, and now he 
has remembered us. He has sent his Grand Vizier to us so it must be 
something important. We must receive him with full honors." 

A delegation of nobles went out to meet Teytus and conducted him 
to the King with the utmost deference. Teytus bowed before the King 
and after the introductions, he conveyed Darab’s greetings, for friendly 
relations had prevailed between the two kings ever since Dàrab had 
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passed through Hàmavarán on his return from Greece. Then Teytus 
presented Darab’s letter, which they read and discussed. Afterwards 
they installed Teytus in comfortable quarters and provided fully for 
his needs. King Fidus consulted in private with his vizier. 

*Daràb has asked me for my daughter," he said, “and I can't say 
no because he is such a powerful king. There is no other king like 
him in the whole world. How can I refuse? Yet if I give him my 
daughter, I shall miss her, because Persia is far away and I love her 
very much. What should I do?" 

The storyteller relates that when Nik Akhtar heard this question, he 
replied, “Don’t worry, I will find the best possible solution.” 

The next day at sunrise Teytus and his party were in Fidus' court. 
“You should know, wise doctor,” said Nik Akhtar to Teytus, “that 
this girl whom King Daràb is seeking has had suitors from the West, 
from Byzantium, and from many other places. King Fidus has sworn 
an oath that he will give his daughter to the one who can answer my 
four questions. I have asked all the suitors and none has answered 
correctly, so the King has not given away his daughter. Since you are a 
wise man and have come seeking her, answer the King’s questions and 
allow him to fulfill his oath. You will also be able to display your learn- 
ing before this company. If you answer correctly, we will present you 
with the girl, but if you fail you must return home so that another wiser 
than you can answer the questions and win her.” 

“Ask me, and I will answer right here. If I fail I will leave whatever 
I have brought and return home.” 

“Tell us then, who is learned and has no covetousness. And tell us 
which morsel it is about which one has no misgivings. Then tell us 
about an act of worship which has no hypocrisy and is acceptable to 
God. And finally, tell us which friend is the true friend.” 

Teytus answered at once. “Your first question was, ‘who is learned 
and has no covetousness?’ The answer to this is: the pure person of 
God, Whose knowledge is limitless. If you were to gather all the knowl- 
edge of the prophets and the wise men and compare it with the sea 
of His knowledge, it would equal the amount of sea water that you 
could dip up on a pinhead. Can you imagine how much water could 
be brought out on a pinhead, and by how much that would diminish 
the sea? This would represent the sum of their knowledge. 

“Your second question was about a morsel with no suspicion at- 
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tached to it. Anger and wrath toward one's inferiors, when swallowed, 
is this morsel. 

.. “The third question concerned an act of worship with no dissimula- 
tion. This is the contemplation of the greatness and unity of God, | 
for in that contemplation one knows no king but God Most High. 

“The answer to the fourth question, concerning a true friend, is that 
your actions are your truest friend. I will tell you a story to illustrate 
this: l l 

“There was a certain sheikh, a mystic, who had three friends with 
whom he spent all his time. He was seated talking with them one day 
when a messenger from the sultan appeared saying, ‘Come at once, 
for the sultan desires your presence. The sheikh was afraid and won- 
dered whether the sultan was pleased or angry with him. "The sultan 
is calling for me,’ he said to his friends, ‘will you come with me to 
him? 

“The first one answered, ‘I am your friend as long as you are here, 
but when you leave here, don’t ask me to come along.’ 

“The second answered, ‘I will go with you to the door of the sultan’s 
palace. When you enter, I will return, for I will not go in there with 
you.’ 

“The third answered, ‘I will go before the sultan with you. If he 
favors you I will be with you, and if he is angry with you, I will also 
be with you.’ 

“So you see,” said Teytus, “the true friend is he who will go before 
the sultan with you. Of these three friends, the first is your worldly 
property, the second is your family and friends, and the third is your 
actions. When the Angel of Death comes to claim your soul, your 
property remains in this world. Your family and friends will go with 
you to the graveside, but when you are put in the tomb, your actions 
-= go there with you. If your deeds have been good you will be sent to 
heaven, but if they have been bad you will go to hell. Thus your truest 
friend is your actions.” 

When Teytus answered these four questions, everyone including Nik 
` Akhtar was impressed. Whether they liked it or not, they had to send 
Princess Gowhar-e Taj and many sumptuous gifts away with Darab’s 
vizier. Teytus took up the Princess and set out for home. When he 
neared Persia, he sent word ahead to King Darab that after two years, 
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he had returned with the Princess Gowhar-e Taj. Dàràb was very 
pleased and ordered all the great men of the city including Rowshan 
Rài and Pil Zur to go out to meet the returning party. They all alighted 
. at the place where the King commanded. Teytus and Nik Akhtar 
bowed before Darab, conveyed the greetings of King Fidus, and pre- 
sented that which they had brought. 

[Joyous festivities were held, and on the day determined to be the 
most auspicious, King Darab and Gowhar-e Taj were married.] 

They say that on the night when King Darab consummated his 
marriage, Gowhar-e Taj became pregnant. By the will of God, on that 
same night the hero Pil Zur was pursuing the same activity and his 
wife also became pregnant. The next day Darab sat on his throne, and . 
with much treasure and many expensive gifts, he sent Nik Akhtar 
back to the kingdom of Barbar. Darab occupied himself with Gowhar-e 
Taj until the day of her delivery. Teytus was ready with a golden 
astrolabe so that at the moment of birth, he could observe the position 
of the stars. 

When the son was born, Teytus held his astrolabe to the sun, read 
the figures, and asked leave of Darab to make the calculations. 

They say that on the same day, God granted Pil Zur a son, too. 
Teytus cast the horoscope of both newborn boys and reported the re- 
sults to the King. 

“T have examined the horoscope of your son,” said Teytus, “and have 
determined that he will be an extremely fortunate, brave and warlike 
youth, but he will fall in love at an early age, for his horoscope was in 
the fifth house which is governed by Venus. Because of this love, he 
will undertake a lengthy journey and remain away for a long time. In 
the end, he will gain his object and will conquer the world and be 
known throughout the earth for his majesty and heroism. God will 
grant him a son also brave and heroic, who will overturn the world. I 
have also seen the same qualities of majesty and heroism in the horo- 
scope of Pil Zur's son. From my calculations I have determined that 
your son should be named Firuz Shah and that Pil Zur's son should 
be called Farrokh Zad." 

The nobles all cheered and Darab said, “We must send a letter to 
Hāmāvarān and tell King Fidus the news.” 

They wrote the letter at once and handed it to a courier named 
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Shabrang the ‘Ayyar. Shabrang set off immediately and after some 
days reached the city of Hāmäāvarān and sought to enter the King's 
palace. When the King heard that a messenger from Iran had arrived 
he received him at once. Shabrang bowed, and King Fidus asked him 
many questions about King Darab. ; 

“God has granted King Daàráb a son and that is why I was sent 
here," reported Shabrang, as he handed over the letter which he had 
brought. 

King Fidus was overjoyed at the news and had it announced pub- 

licly. He rewarded Shabrang richly and gave him a place of honor. 
Then he conferred in private with Nik Akhtar about what they could 
send to Daràb that he would consider worthy. 
. "Whatever we send,” remarked Nik Akhtar, *Daràb is sure to have 
more and better ones. I have thought of something though. First, we 
will send him an unbroken bay colt the likes of which no other king 
has in his stable. He will be broken and trained specifically for Firuz 
Shah. Second, we will send the champion Zur Azmai who is peerless 
in his skill with weapons. When Firuz Shàh grows up, he will train 
him in horsemanship and the arts of battle. Besides, this means that we 
shall have one of our men there." 

King Fidus agreed with these suggestions and they set about making 
preparations. A great amount of treasure and equipment was as- 
sembled for Darab, and King Fidus summoned Zur Azmii. 

“Take the bay colt to Darab,” he ordered, “with all this treasure and 
gear. Stay in Persia on our behalf and train Firuz Shah in horseman- 
ship." 

Shabrang and Zur Azmái began their return journey to Persia. 

[Along the way, Shabrang rescued a woman and her child fleeing 
from a ghoul. The child's horoscope revealed that he would be fleet of 
foot and travel untrodden ways. He was named Behruz and was 
brought up with Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zàd to the age of eight. 
Later he was trained as an *ayyar.] 

[At the age of twelve, Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zàd were trained 
in horsemanship, lance throwing, swordmanship, mace wielding, lasso 
throwing and polo in Darab’s private palace at Jannatabad.] 

One spring night Firuz Shah was sleeping on his silken bed. From 
the invisible world it was decreed that the Prince should dream he 
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was hunting in the park at Jannatabad. Suddenly the face of a girl 
appeared before him, a face whose ruby lips were the very fountain 
of life; whose languid eyes with the bow of her brows would wound 
the heart with the merest glance; whose ebony, musk-scented tresses 
would gently and softly stroke the splendid ball of her chin; whose 
fragrant locks were as a golden halo in the sun, which cast lavendar 
shadows on the pomegranate blossoms of her cheeks. The aura of her 
lovely face fairly glowed from her perfect beauty. Three sable moles 
ruled the moon-like radiance of her visage, two on her cheeks and one 
in the dimple of her chin. 

To compliment her fairness, her hands played on a lyre, and at the 
sound of its music and her singing the nightingale, as the morning 
zephyr disrobes the rose, would have rent the garment of his existence, 
or the pebbles in the depth of the water, like motes in the air, would 
have danced with desire for her. It was beauty beyond description that 
appeared before Firuz Shah in his dream. When such an infinity of 
loveliness was shown to him, with a hundred hearts and souls he fell 
in love with it. 

Firuz Shah bowed in his dream before this fair-cheeked and scarlet- 
robed splendor and said, “Oh, Queen and unique beauty of the uni- 
verse, what graceful creature are you who honors and adorns our house 
. with your arrival? Has fair Venus come down from the heavens, or has 
a houri from Paradise alighted on our dusty dwelling?” 

The girl laughed and said, “Oh, Prince of Persia, for the love of you 
I came, for I am to be yours.” . 

“But how can I find you, and what are you called?” 

“My name is ‘a well in the darkness,’ and you must seek me in 
‘honor’, What you have seen and heard is a symbol of my face and a 
sign of my beauty.” 

She said this and immediately disappeared. Firuz Shah awoke from 
his dream and said to himself, “I have dreamed a strange dream, and 
have seen a wonderful face and have received a compelling sign.” 

He thought that perhaps the dream had been a vision, and in this 
frame of mind, he went back to sleep. In the warmth of his sleep he 
saw the same face and heard the same words again, then awoke in a 
state of agitation but again went to sleep. A third time the beauty ap- 
peared to him and spoke. It was then near dawn, and the Prince arose 
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and performed his ablutions and morning prayers. When he had fin- 
ished, he began to think about his strange dream and the curious 
words that he had heard, for which he could find no meaning. The 
Prince was pondering this when a slave announced that Farrokh Zad 
and Teytus wanted to come in. He waved at them to enter for the 
three were always together. Teytus, looking at Firuz Shah, noticed 
something strange in his face and asked him what had brought it 
about. 

"Last night I dreamed the same dream three times in succession. I 
dreamed of a beautiful woman who said some strange things to me 
that I could not understand." | 

After describing the dreams, he said, "I asked her what her name 
was and where I could find her, and she said that her name was a well 
in the darkness and that I should seek her in honor. I have no idea 
what this means." 

Teytus, being a learned and wise philosopher from a land whose 
people are noted for their wisdom, thought a while and then said, 
"By the good fortune of the Prince I have figured this out. A 'spring 
in the darkness is the fountain of life, called (in Arabic) ‘Eyn 
al-Hayat. Then if you rearrange the letters of ‘honor’ (“izzat) it be- 
comes T'a‘izz, a city in Yemen which is the capital of King Sarvar. 
This is what I think it means." 

“We should find someone who has just come back from Ta‘izz,” 
Firuz Shah said, “and ask him if King Sarvar has a daughter named 
*Eyn al-Hayat.” 

“Yes,” said Teytus, “we must look into this.” 

[A merchant and portrait painter, Siyavash, who had recently re- 
turned from Yemen, confirmed that King Sarvar’s daughter was 
named *Eyn al-Hayat by her father, and that she had many suitors. 
Siyavash volunteered to arrange that “Eyn al-Hayat see portraits of 
Firuz Shah designed to make her fall in love with him. Thus he set 
off for Yemen. Later Firuz Shah became lovesick, so he, too, accom- 
panied by Farrokh Zad, set off for Yemen to find “Eyn al-Hayat.] 

*Eyn al-Hayat had a large park called Nashatabad, situated outside 
the city of Ta‘izz. When spring dawned and the world became fresh 
and green, ‘Eyn al-Hayat would move out to Nashatabad with her old 
nurse and the nurse’s daughter, Sharifa, and her ladies-in-waiting, 
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Susan, Benafsha, Nasrin, and Gol. 'There was a palace in the park, and | 
they would remain there, enjoying themselves, until autumn. From 
time to time *Eyn al-Hayat's father would visit her there. When Siy4- 
vash arrived in Yemen it was spring, and he learned that “Eyn al-Hayat 
was relaxing in the garden. Waiting until evening, he provided him- 
self with the necessary equipment for his night-time task, such as a 
lasso and a dagger, and set out for the city walls. With the help of his 
lasso, Siyavash climbed over the wall, crossed the moat on the other 
side, and started toward Nashatabad. 

The garden wall was extremely high, but Siyavash reached the top 
with his rope and thus entered that lovely, green place which was a 
whole farsang in length and breadth. It was filled with flowering trees 
and trees bearing all sorts of fruit. Siyavash was overwhelmed at its 
beauty. : 

From a distance he heard the sounds of a harp and a tambourine. 
Siyavash walked toward the sound until he came to the edge of a pool 
bordered with colored stones and filled with water as limpid and pure 
and sweet as the soul of a philosopher. Sometimes the breath of a 
zephyr would wave the surface of the water like the tresses of a 
beautiful woman, and sometimes the breeze covered it with ripples 
overlapping like links of mail. On the other side of the pool was a 
lofty palace with many windows on the left and right opening onto the 
garden. Siyavash heard singing and the music of a harp and bells from 
within. He approached in the dark. Beside the pool there was a tall 
plane tree, and he fastened a portrait of Firuz Shah to the tree, then 
crept away. That clever fellow then found a hiding spot in the garden, | 
and after picking some fruit, slipped into it to await what destiny 
would produce from behind her curtain as the night passed. 

*Eyn al-Hayat was in the habit of spending each night drinking 
- wine and enjoying herself. When dawn came, she would go to the 
roof of the palace, face the morning breeze, and expose her breast, belly 
and navel to the air, for they say, “Let no one be without air, for 
taking the air is good." 

When dawn broke, according to her daily habit she went to the 
palace roof and strolled about. Her glance fell on the plane tree, and 
the painting hanging there. In surprise she ordered the painting 
brought to her. Servants ran to the tree, took down the painting and 
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brought it to the Princess. When she examined it she saw a well 
executed portrait of a young man on a horse with a polo mallet in his 
hand, playing a ball. She was strangely affected. 

“Eyn al-Hayat had let it be known that each of the princes who came 
to her as a suitor should bring her a portrait of himself. When she saw 
the portrait of Firuz Shah she was astonished, for she had never seen a 
picture like this before. She came down from the roof at once. The 
Princess had an old nurse named Asma, a woman of wide experience 
who had tasted the sweet and the bitter of life. Sharifa, this nurse's 
daughter, had been suckled with ‘Eyn al-Hayat. The Princess sum- 
moned her old nurse. 

“Whose portrait is this that was brought during the night and hung 
on the plane tree?" she asked. —— 

“This is not the face of a man,” said the nurse, looking at the por- 
trait. “No man ever looked like this. Maybe he is born of the fairies. 
Just as human princes have fallen in love with you, maybe a fairy 
prince now loves you. This is a portrait painted by fairy painters; be 
careful and do not set your heart on him. Drive such thoughts out of 
your head." 

She ordered them to bring the other portraits, and when she looked 
at the likenesses of the other princes, none of them resembled this one. 
She wondered what was happening to her. 

*Eyn al-Hayat thought about this all that day, and at nightfall she 
settled down to enjoy herself again. In the middle of the night, 
Siyavash crept out of his hiding place and went to the edge of the 
pool. When he reached the foot of the plane tree, he did not see the 
painting and he knew that they had taken it away. He hung a second 
painting there and returned to his refuge. | 

Next morning ‘Eyn al-Hayat climbed to the roof of the palace, and 
saw the second painting. 

“Bring it here,” she ordered. 

They brought it and she studied it. It was the same figure mounted 
on the same chestnut-colored horse, and this time he was thrusting a 
lance into a lion’s mouth and out its belly. 

“Sharifa,” she said, calling to her maid, “this is a picture of that same 
young man who yesterday was playing polo. Today he is fighting with 
a lion. Who brought these pictures and hung them on the plane tree?” 
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“Queen, my mother says that this is the work of fairies.” 

“What does this mean?” thought the Princess, contemplating the 
portrait. “Does someone have a motive for showing me this picture?” 

‘Eyn al-Hayat, who claimed that the moon in the heavens was 
lighted by her beauty, that the sun was jealous of her loveliness, that 
the partridge had learned its bearing from her, that the straight- 
standing cypress at the edge of the brook bowed before her fir-like 
stature, that a hundred thousand hearts were bound by her tresses, that 
the shining sun was a cavalier on the battlefield of her comeliness, 
that the radiant moon was envious of the sun of her fairness, she, now 
was enchanted to the point of distraction by this picture. 

That evening Siyavash stole forth from his retreat and hung the 
third portrait on the plane tree. “Eyn al-Hayat went to the roof, and 
seeing the third painting, ordered them to bring it to her. When she 
looked at it she saw the same figure, this time seated on a golden 
throne, a royal crown on his head, and a number of retainers in at- 
tendance. *Eyn al-Hayat went all to pieces. She was completely in love, 
and became very restless. As much as her nurse and Sharifa tried to 
soothe her, it was in vain, for destiny had done its work. From time to 
time she would sigh deeply and bow her head. She spoke to no one, 
and remained sunk deep in a sea of thought, not replying to any ques- 
tions. 

Siyavash slipped out of his hiding place and went up to the palace 
to listen. He heard no sound of harp or bell. With his rope he climbed 
to the roof and went along till he came to the place where “Eyn 
al-Hayat would sit with her entourage. He saw her sitting there with 
her head bowed, looking fixedly at the three portraits before her. 

[Siyavash returned to Persia, having accomplished his purpose. Dur- 
ing this time Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zad had been proceeding 
toward Yemen, and had been joined along the way by an ally, Qader 
Shah. As the three travelers and their group approached the Arab 
lands, they were attacked on the road by robbers. Farrokh Zad was 
wounded and his horse carried him away from the fray, separating 
him from Firuz Shah and Qader Shah.] 

A slave of Qader Shah who knew the route was to have been the 
guide, but unfortunately, that slave was killed in the fight. Neither of 
the princes knew the way. After continuing on for three days and 
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nights they reached the edge of the sea. There just as the heroes ar- 
rived, they found a great ship and a large group of merchants gathered 
around it preparing to embark. Qader Shah greeted the merchants and 
asked where they were bound for. 

“We are sailing for the kingdom of Yemen becas the road i is in- 
fested with robbers and bandits and it is safer to go by water.” 

“They are headed for Yemen,” reported Qāder Shāh to the Prince, 
“and we had better go with them by sea. We won't find any better 
traveling companions than these.” | 

“T am not sure what to do," answered the Prince, "since I have no 
idea what has happened to Farrokh Zad." 

*His horse rode away with him, and wherever he might be now, he 
will surely join us in Yemen." 

“Will they take our horses in the ship?” 

“They will take them because they have horses of their own. Let's 
go ask them." 

Firuz Shah went forward and greeted the merchants. There were 
forty in their party, and among them was a well-to-do and respectable 
trader from Yemen called Khaja Elyás. When he saw Firuz Shah’s 
bearing and horse and weapons, he knew that he was a prince. He 
arose, bowed, and helped the Prince alight, while Qader Shah held 
the reins. 

Khaja Elyas seated Firuz Shah before him, ordered the servants to 
bring sharbat to drink, and asked him whence he came and where he 
was going. 

“We are from King Darab’s court in Iran,” he answered, “and we 
are traveling to the city of Ta‘izz. My brother Farrokh Zàd was with 
us, along with a number of slaves. But robbers ambushed us on the 
road and during a big fight, we killed many of them, but they killed 
many of us and took all of our possessions. During the fray my 
brother disappeared and I do not know what has happened to him. 
If you have no objection we would like to accompany you as far as 
Ta‘izz. We have two horses with us, though, and if you will take them 
aboard we will pay their passage." 

“Splendid,” said the Khaja. “We would be honored, and whatever 
we have we would be happy to share." 

As Khàja Elyàs contemplated Firuz Shah’s equipment and appear- 
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ance, he said to himself, “He is surely a prince. “Eyn al-Hayāt is famous 
throughout the world for her beauty, and many princes have been en- 
chanted by her. I would not be surprised if this young man were in 
love with her too. Anyway, this is not the time to ask questions." 

They made their preparations and boarded the ship. Khaja Elyas 
placed his goods and provisions at Firuz Shah’s disposal as they set 
sail. The Prince was sailing the sea, but his worried thoughts were 
with Farrokh Zad, of whom he had no news. 

[At sea they repel an attack by pirates, weather a bad storm, and 
escape from a magic whirlpool through the efforts of Qader Shah, who 
is forced by circumstances to remain on an island. Firuz Shah becomes 
more and more worried about the fate of Farrokh Zàd.] 

“Khaja,” said the Prince, “I would like to tell you about myself 
but only on the condition that you keep what I say secret and not tell 
anyone else." 

The Khaja swore that his lips were sealed and that he would help 
Firuz Shah in any way he could to achieve his goal. 

“Khaja,” said the Prince, “I want you to know that I am the son of 
King Darab; I am the Prince of Iran. I have fallen in love with 
‘Eyn al-Hayat, whom I saw in a dream.” 

He began at the beginning and told the Khaja the entire story. 

“I am an agent for her,” said the Khaja, “and I have a quantity of 
her goods with me. Winning this girl will be very difficult though, for 
she has many suitors. She is extremely proud and takes no account of 
anyone else at all. She says that the only one who can have her must 
be her equal in beauty, and unique in the world." 

*All I want," said the Prince, "is to see her once, from near or 
far, for the face that I saw in my dream is always haunting me. 1 want 
to see if ‘Eyn al-Hayit is really the girl whom I dreamed of. When I 
find out the truth I shall return to Iran, come with an army, and 
receive her if King Sarvar (her father, King of Yemen) will give her 
willingly. Otherwise, I will take her by force of the sword." 

"[ will take you to Yemen and show you the girl. There is one 
serious problem however; if they ask me whether this young man be- 
longs to me, how shall 1 answer?" 

*Say that I am a slave of yours. As long as 1 am your slave, we are 


safe." 
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*How can I say that when you are worth more than a thousand of 
my slaves?" | 

“I am not your slave, Khaja, I am the slave of love!” 

“Be assured that I will do my proper duty. But we are still far from 
Yemen. God preserve us from any more disasters on the way." 

[Firuz Shah, as a slave, reached Yemen and distinguished himself 
before King Sarvar in a battle with the army of a rejected suitor. 
Farrokh Zad joined them in Yemen after an adventurous voyage. “Eyn 
al-Hayat, meanwhile, is eager to learn if the heroic new slave is the 
same person as the figure in the three portraits.] 

*Eyn al-Hayat had been suckled by Asma, for the Princess had lost 
her mother. Asma's daughter, Sharifa, had been nursed side by side 
with the Princess, and the two girls were constant companions. 
Sharifa was a bright girl. She had noticed a change in *Eyn al-Hayat’s 
face and suspected that something was wrong. Catching the Princess 
alone one day, she mentioned what she had seen and asked about it. 
After making her promise to keep her secret, “Eyn al-Hayat revealed 
her love for the man in the portraits, and how she had tried to identify 
him. She was determined to see this new young man in Yemen in the 
hope that he might be her beloved. 

“When are you going, and how do you plan to see him?" Sharifa 
asked. 

“I think my father has arranged a room in the palace for him and 
that young merchant (Farrokh Zad) who came with Shah Selim of 
Moslemiya. I want you to find out where they are so that we can go 
some night and peek in at them.” 

“That will be easy enough. I shall find out tomorrow." 

'The next day Sharifa went out and by skillful questioning found out 
where they were, and she reported this to ‘Eyn al-Hayat, who said that 
when evening came, they would go. 

That night ‘Eyn al-Hayat sent everyone out of her room. She 
gathered together what she would need for going about at night, such 
as a dagger, a rope, and a sword. Then she called Salah, the eunuch, 
and said, “Lala, let down the curtains of my chamber and don’t sleep 
tonight. I want you to stay awake behind the curtain and allow nobody 
in until morning." 

“I am your slave,” he replied. 
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‘Eyn al-Hayat and Sharifa put on jackets of mail, buckled on swords 
and took up their lassos. One watch of the night had passed when 
they climbed up to the roof with the help of their ropes. It was an 
extremely dark night, and the two beauties crept along with their 
daggers and lassos in hand. When they had to go up, they climbed 
their ropes, and when they had to descend they slid down them. They 
helped each other along until they came to where Firuz Shah and 
Farrokh Zad were. “This is their place,” Sharifa said. | 

“You go around the roof and be my guard while I look down on 
them from here,” “Eyn al-Hayat said. 

She crept forward and settled down to look. At that moment, Firuz 
Shah and Farrokh Zad were drinking wine and talking. 

“It has been a long while since we left Iran,” said Firuz Shah. "I 
wonder where King Darab is looking for us. How do you think my 
mother Gowhar-e Taj is without us? We have no news of Siyàvash 
either." 

“How long are we going to stay away?” asked Farrokh Zad. “What 
is your plan?” 

“I want to see “Eyn al-Hayat once, to see if her face is really the one 
in the dreams. If so, I will bring an army from Iran and ask for her. If 
they give her to me, I will ask for her in marriage, and if not, I will 
take her by force. I am tired and impatient with being abroad, away 
from my father and mother.” 

“Be thankful that you are near your beloved and that there is hope 
that you will see her. Many princes seck this treasure in vain, and we 
are very well thought of here in King Sarvar’s capital.” 

“T’m afraid that somebody will recognize us and make trouble.” 

“Be patient, for that way all our plans will work out well.” 

“How long must I wait? How long can I wait?” 

When *Eyn al-Hayat looked at that handsome face and saw the same 
youth that she had seen in the portraits in her garden, the vapor? of 
love rose from her heart to her brain and she lost her wits and fell 
to the floor unconscious. Sharifa observed this from a distance, and 
when she ran up, she found her mistress insensible. Taking the Prin- 
cess’s head in her lap, she rubbed her forehead until she woke up and 
exclaimed, “Sharifa, let’s go; this is no place to sit.” 

Sharifa took her hand and they went off unsteadily. The maid asked 
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her what had made her faint that way, and “Eyn al-Hayát answered, 
"When I looked down at that slave, something went to my head and 
it started spinning, then everything went black before my eyes and I 
fell." 

It so happened that one of King Sarvar's young slaves had an eye for 
one of the slave girls and had made a date to meet her on the roof 
that night. He had come early to their rendezvous and was awaiting her 
there, but the girl was late. He kept on waiting, however, and sud- 
denly “Eyn al-Hayat and Sharifa appeared on their way back to their 
quarters. The slave saw them and thought that they were thieves bent 
on mischief. Seeing his opportunity, he blocked their path and called 
out, “Hey, who are you and what are you doing on the King's roof in 
the middle of the night?" 

When *Eyn al-Hayat saw him, she drew her sword and, striking 
him at the waist, cut him in half like a cucumber. The two halves fell 
to the floor and the girls passed on. 

“Queen, why did you kill that innocent slave?” Sharifa asked. 

“If I had not killed him, he would have raised a great scandal for 
us. To save us this, I killed him.” 

“You did right,” Sharifa said. 

They crept along until they reached the roof of their rooms and 
let themselves down with their ropes. In their room, ‘Eyn al-Hayat 
asked Sharifa to fetch the portraits. Sharifa brought them and set them 
up before the Princess. When ‘Eyn al-Hayat opened them, she saw 
three portraits of the same young man she had just observed. 

“What can this mean?” she asked herself. "These three portraits are 
of that very slave of Khaja Elyas. Maybe I have made a mistake 
though. I will go again tonight to make sure." 

“Sharifa,” she said aloud, “we went specifically to see Khaja Elyas' 
slave, but I fainted and did not see him. We will go again tonight to 
look at him." 

The narrator tells us that when day dawned, the servants and guards 
who went to the roof saw the slave who had been cut in two like a 
cucumber. They reported this to the King, and nobody could think 
who had done it or why. The King summoned the guards and ques- 
tioned them angrily. They denied any knowledge of the act and said 
that they had been awake the whole time and had seen nobody. 

“Stay awake and alert,” ordered the King. “Whoever did this was 
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surely intent on robbery, and he took nothing. Perhaps he will return. 
Put four slaves in ambush tonight." 

[That night “Eyn al-Hayat killed the four guards. The next night 
the King posted ten men, but “Eyn al-Hayat went to Firuz Shah’s 
room anyway, carrying the three portraits.] 

Eyn al-Hayat and Sharifa reached Firuz Shah's roof and looked 
down through the skylight. Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zad were both 
asleep. 

"Lets go down,” said “Eyn al-Hayat. "We will have to use our 
ropes." 

The Princess first lowered Sharifa into the room, then she herself 
came down. At that moment Firuz Shah awoke and opened his eyes. 
He saw two figures come down from the roof by ropes into his room 
and he thought that they must be thieves. He watched them through 
lowered lids. The two women stood there looking around. 

“They are asleep,” said the Princess. “What shall we do?” 

"Let's leave our swords here and move up closer to them." 

They left their swords at a distance and softly approached. Firuz 
Shah knew at once that they were not thieves. He turned over, and the 
women stopped where they were. Then the Prince sat straight up, 
seized a sword by his bed and shouted out: "Who are you to come in 
here from the roof uninvited? Are you the thieves who have been 
killing the King's guards at night?" 

*We are not thieves," said Sharifa, *and we have not come to rob 
you. We are guards watching the King's palace. We felt like talking 
with you and wanted to spend a few moments with you." 

Firuz Shah noted that they both were wearing night prowling 
clothes and had black veils over their faces. Each carried a gold- 
handled dagger. “So they have come just to see us," thought Firuz 
Shah. There was a cup of sharbat beside the Prince's bed, and he offered 
it to them saying, "Since you have just arrived, have this to drink." 

Sharifa took the cup and gave it to “Eyn al-Hayat. The Princess 
raised her veil, and that face like the moon, her bow-like brows, and 
the three black moles were revealed. When Firuz Shah saw her, he 
recognized her at once from those three black moles, two on her cheeks 
and one on her chin, just as he had dreamed it in Persia. It was these 
that had him so distracted, but when he was confronted by them, he 
controlled himself well until “Eyn al-Hayat had drunk the sharbat and 
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handed the cup back to Sharifa. Sharifa also drank a little and returned 
it to Firuz Shah. 

“We have come here for a purpose,” said ‘Eyn al-Hayat. “We have 
gotten into some difficulties and we are looking for somebody to help 
us out of them. They say you are a hero who has traveled the world 
and seen a lot, so tonight we are bringing our troubles to you. If you 
can help us gain our ends, we will help you gain yours in return.” 

“T will do my best. Just tell me what it is.” 

“Show him and let’s see what he says,” she said, motioning to 
Sharifa. 

Sharifa placed the three portraits, wrapped in perfumed silk, before 
the Prince. 

“Open them up and see what is inside,” she said. 

Firuz Shah unwrapped the three portraits, and when he saw that 
they were pictures of himself, two in battle and one feasting, he knew 
at once that this was the work of Siyavash, who had preceded him to 
Yemen. After thinking a moment, he asked, “Why have you shown 
these to me?” 

“Think carefully and try to remember whose pictures these are. I 
am sure that you know him and have seen him. Tell me about him.” 

“First you tell me who you are. Then tell me how you came by these 
pictures, and why you are asking me about them. If you tell me the 
truth, I will tell you all I know about them.” 

“What business is it of yours who we are and why we are asking? 
We are asking you whose portrait this is, and if you know, tell me 
truthfully and don’t hold anything back. Then I will tell you what you 
want to know.” 

“All I want is for you to tell me who you are and how you got 
these pictures. I am not going to tell you anything until you answer 
me!” 

“T will tell you the truth on the condition that you keep my name 
secret and not breathe any of this to a soul.” 

“T won’t tell.” 

“Swear it!” 

“I swear by God the Creator and Provider that I will not reveal 
your secret!” 

“Well, you handsome fellow,” said “Eyn al-Hayat, reassured, "know 
that I am the Princess of Yemen, daughter of King Sarvar, and my 
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name is Queen of the Beauties of the World, “Eyn al-Hayat. I have a 
place called Nashatabad, outside Ta‘izz, which has a large plane tree 
beside a pool. We found these three pictures attached to that tree on 
three successive mornings. For a year now I have been showing these 
pictures to people and asking, but nobody has known whose they were. 
If you know, you will oblige me by saying so." 

When Firuz Shah learned with certainty who she was, he lavished 
praises on her and apologized for speaking boldly to her. 

“How do you know about her?" asked Sharifa, "since nobody but 
her father and her brothers has ever seen her? And also you must tell 
us now whose portraits these are and what you know about him." 

“Well,” answered the Prince, “in Persia there is an all-powerful, 
splendid and just King named Darab who has a son Firuz Shah. These 
are of him." 

“Have you seen him?” asked the Princess. 

“Indeed I have seen him, and I have spent a lot of time with him. 
I know a good deal about him.” 

“Where is this Firuz Shah now?” 

“He is not in his father’s kingdom just now, but is may up dod l 
He has left his parents and his kingdom in search of his object,” 

“What is he searching for to make him leave his parents and his 
home and go abroad?” 

“I know a lot about him but I feel that it would be impolite to tell 
it all without your permission. May 1?” 

“Tell me everything and don’t leave out a single detail" — 

“This is his story. Outside the capital of Persia Firuz Shāh has a 
pleasure palace named Jannatābād, and he spends all of his time there 
with Teytus, a wise vizier of his father's, and with Farrokh Zad, the 
son of one of the court heroes. It was God’s will that one night Firuz 
Shah should dream about a girl whose beauty was beyond human 
abilities to describe. When he dreamed of this girl, he fell deeply in 
love with her, and asked her who she was and where she had come 
from. She replied that her name was ‘Eyn al-Hayat and that she was 
known for the three black moles with which the Creator had endowed 
her. When Firuz Shah awoke the next morning, he was in a confused 
and distraught state, and he told his dream to Teytus. ‘I think that this 
dream is a temptation from the devil,’ he replied. ‘Don’t pay any atten- 
tion toit? 
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“At that moment a merchant called Siyavash the Painter returned 
from Yemen. When he heard about the state of things, he began to 
discuss the city of Ta‘izz, and King Sarvar and his children. Sarvar has 
seven sons and a daughter, and when he began describing the daughter 
he said that she was called “Eyn al-Hayat and that she has three black 
moles, two on her cheeks and one on her chin. Firuz Shah knew from 
this that what he had dreamed was actually true, and he understood 
what his dream meant. Siyavash told Firuz Shah that he had dreamed 
of ‘Eyn al-Hayat, and that she had suitors from all parts of the world, 
but gave in to none of them because of her great pride. ‘You had better 
give up the whole idea,’ said Siyavash. 

“If heaven had not singled her out for me, I would not have dreamed 
of her. I have to go find her,” Firuz Shih said. 

“Then Siyavash said, ‘Let me go and see what I can do.’ 

"Siyavash set out for Yemen, but it was not long before Firuz 
Shah lost patience and could not wait for the painter to return, so he 
turned his back on his home and parents and with Farrokh Zad, set 
his face to the desert in search of his beloved.” 

He told the story of Qader Shah and the whirlpool, the highwaymen, 
the wounding of Farrokh Zad and his separation from the rest of the 
party, and of all the other troubles that they had suffered along the 
way, and he wept at his own fate. When “Eyn al-Hayat heard the 
whole story and saw his weeping, she knew that he was Firuz Shah. 

“My friend, if I knew where Firuz Shah were I would send for 
him and throw myself at his feet. But now you have to tell me the 
truth: Who are you, and is this picture of you? I realize now,” she con- 
tinued, “that out of love for me you have abandoned hearth and home, 
set out for foreign parts, and pretended to be a slave.” 

“Yes! That stranger wandering abroad, suffering the hardships of 
fate, and calling himself the slave of Khaja Elyàs, hoping to catch a 
glimpse of your pink cheeks and black hair, is me! I have a long story 
to tell and now you know part of it!” 

The Prince told her the rest of his tale, and when he had finished, he 
declared his love for her. “Welcome, Prince,” answered “Eyn al-Hayat, 
“and don’t worry any more. Everything is going to work out just as 
you wish. But we must not rush matters. Let’s think things out. Now 
tell me who this other fellow is who is asleep here.” 
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“He is Farrokh Zad, my milk-brother, who for my sake has also 
abandoned his home and family. We were separated during our travels 
but we have found each other again here." 

"Should we wake him up?" asked Sharifa. 

“Firuz Shah knows best about that,” said *Eyn al-Hayat. 

"He is like a ohiei to me. Let's wake him up so that he can pay 
homage to you." 

“Wake up!" said the Prince. “The sun of our fortune has risen, water 
is flowing in the river of our happiness; a precious guest has come!” 

Farrokh Zad, however, had been awake all along, and had seen 
them and had heard what they were saying. When Firuz Shah called 
to him, he got up at once and praised the Princess. Then they drank 
a toast to each other with the wine remaining in Firuz Shah’s flask. 

"It has grown very late,” said Sharifa. "We had better leave and 
come back again later.” 

“Eyn al-Hayat rose to leave, donning her veil and buckling on her 
sword. 

“Are you leaving me here?" asked Firuz Shah. "You won't forget 
me, will you? I am a stranger here and you are all I have. I have put all 
my hope in you." 

"Stop worrying; everything will work out just as you want it to." 

They said good-bye to each other and the women returned by the 
same way that they had come. ; 

[The Princess returned to her rooms, killing guards along the way, 
which made the King very angry the next day.] 

The next day in court King Sarvar rewarded Firuz Shah and Far- 
rokh Zād handsomely for their services in battle, and every day there- 
after he increased the Prince's rank until he decided to send Firuz Shah 
with an army to Kashmir to rescue his son who was a prisoner there. 
Firuz Shah, however, thought about nothing but *Eyn al-Hayat day 
and night. As long as he had not seen her face, the vision he had before 
him was only what he had dreamed. Now that he had actually seen 
her, suddenly all calm and reason left him. . 

When night fell, the nobles dispersed to their quarters. King Sarvar 
asked his vizier, Teyfur, what he thought they should do about the 
thieves. 

“I think that we should station a number of men with lassos in an 
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ambush for several nights. The thieves will probably return, and 
maybe we can catch them with ropes. But we must not reveal this plan 
to anybody." 

The King agreed and Teyfur sent for ten completely trustworthy 
men, ordering them to capture one of the thieves and promising them 
a great reward from the King if they did. They made themselves ready 
and each night waited on the palace roof. 

Firuz Shah was waiting for *Eyn al-Hayat to come to him again, but 
she did not appear. 

“What shall I do?" he asked himself. “How long can I stay here? 
Even now my mother and father must be weeping at my absence. If 
‘Eyn alHayat would come to me once more so that I could see her 
and make a pact with her, my mind would be at ease about her. Then 
I would return to Persia to bring an army and much treasure back to 
Yemen, either to receive her in a friendly way or to take her by force of 
arms if necessary." 

‘Eyn al-Hayàt knew that there was an ambush on the roof and 
she did not venture out. Firuz Shah told himself that if *Eyn al-Hayat 
would not come to him, he would go to her. "She came to me three 
times," he thought, “and tonight I shall go to her.” 

He did not tell Farrokh Zad about his plan, so when evening came 
they sat together drinking wine for awhile until Firuz Shah said that 
it was time to sleep, and they went to bed. He waited until Farrokh 
Zad had gone to sleep, then jumped up and donned his sword and 
shield and went up to the roof, not awakening his friend. 

King Sarvar's palace comprised several thousand rooms, halls and 
lodgings, and a lamp burned in every room. Firuz Shah thought that 
he would start across the roofs and look into windows until he found 
*Eyn al-Hayat, but that night was one of deep darkness. A smoky veil 
was drawn across the lights of the heavens, a black chador was clutched 
over the face of the air, space was muffled in sable garments, the azure 
garden of heaven had become as a sea of pitch, the blue jewel-box 
of the sky had been emptied of the gems of the planets and stars, 
and the inky raven of night had deployed his devilish army over the 
earth. 

In such a night of darkness Firuz Shah, drunk and staggering, went. 
along the roofs. Every time he saw a light he headed for it, searching 
for his beloved. This action was surely far removed from wisdom or 


52 


LOVE AND WAR 


good sense, but the Prince was a lover, and from lovers such strange 
things are not unusual. 

After the Prince proceeded a way, it was his luck to fall into the 
ambush where a crowd was crouching on the right and left, lariats 
coiled in their hands, awaiting the thieves. During her three nights out, 
‘Eyn al-Hayat had killed fifteen of the King's slaves, and this party had 
been waiting with ropes in hand for several nights expecting the killer 
to return. Now they saw someone with a sword and shield coming 
along, looking in every window. 

“Get ready," they said, “the thief is coming." 

They waited until Firuz Shah reached the middle of the ambush, 
then threw their lariats. By the will of God, five of them fell on Firuz 
Shah’s neck and around his arms and waist, and the guards pulled 
them tight. Firuz Shah felt himself caught, and gave a great heave, 
pulling the five guards to the ground. They cried out for help saying 
that they had caught a thief with their ropes, and that he was very 
strong. Others came with swords and daggers and fell on Firuz Shah 
and a great hue and cry arose. 

Farrokh Zad woke up at this noise, and not seeing Firuz Shah 
sleeping beside him as usual, he grabbed his sword and ran up to the 
roof. From every side there was an uproar, and shouts of “grab him” 
and “pull” rang out, and Farrokh Zad knew then that they had caught 
Firuz Shah, who had gone out searching for ‘Eyn al-Hayat. He went 
in the direction of the greatest noise, and came upon the Prince whom 
he saw caught in the ropes and whom several men with swords were 
trying to tie up. A flame leapt up inside him at the sight of this and 
he reached for his sword. A cry rang out that there were two thieves, 
and many more slaves ran to the roof with candles and lamps. The 
news was taken to the King that the thieves had come again, and the 
King ordered more men to the scene. Farrokh Zad tried as hard as he 
. could to rescue Firuz Shah, but there were so many guards and slave 
girls on the roof that finally he, too, was captured. 

When the two were tied up, slaves brought lamps and looked to see 
who they were. They recognized them at once: one was Khaja Elyas’ 
slave and the other was Farrokh Zad. Guards ran to tell the King who 
the two thieves were and that they had caught them, The King was 
puzzled at the news and wondered why the Persians should be out 
behaving like thieves. 
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"Guard them well" he ordered, "tomorrow we will find out why 
they were on the palace roof.” 

They bound up the two youths, took them down from the roof, and 
kept them in the courtyard. 

[Embarrassed by their capture, the Persians plead innocent. But they 
were imprisoned and later handed over as a bribe to the King of Zanzi- 
bar in order to ward off his attack. When Siyavash reported these events 
to Darab, the King sent him and Behruz the *Ayyar back to Yemen to 
gather more news of Firuz Shah. They met *Eyn al-Hayat hunting, 
and Siyavash returned to Iran with the news while Behruz continued 
on to Zanzibar. He found Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zàd, who had es- 
caped from prison and the three moved toward Yemen with an army 
of Zanzibaris.] 

* *& & 

On that day in Ta‘izz when Siyavash and Behruz parted from each 
other, Behruz went toward the kingdom of Zanzibar, and Siyavash set 
his face toward Persia. He traveled night and day, crossing plains, 
deserts and mountains, and after a long journey he reached King 
Darab’s capital. Courtiers and servants came forward and asked Siya- 
vash about Firuz Shah. “Inform King Darab,” he replied, “that I have 
returned and that I will tell him every detail of what happened.” 

The officials told Darab of Siyavash's arrival and the King ordered 
him brought in as soon as possible, for he was very pleased and wanted 
to hear the news. 

The champion Pil Zur, son of Pil Tan, was in conversation with the 
King, and forty of the Persian nobles were present, among whom were 
Bahman of the Golden Casque, Bahman of the Golden Robe, Qaren 
the World-Burner, Qàren the World-Conqueror, Iranshah, Gudarz, 
Qahhar, Qahrama, Khorshid Shah, Jamshid Shah, Pil Afgan, Shir 
Afgan, Tur, Tahmasb, Tahmuras, Ardashir, Mard Afgan, Bahram, 
Sam, Salar, Shahmard, Mahrui, ‘Abd al-Khaleq, Palang Afgan, Far- 
rokh, Farhad, and the two wise and experienced viziers, Teytus and 
Rowshan Rai, Thrones were placed left and right, and the chamber- 
lains and other courtiers were standing with hands folded when the 
curtain was raised and Siyavash was brought in. The dust of the road 
was still on his face and he was weak from the effort of his journey. 
He bowed, greeted Darab as was fitting, and wished him a long life. 
Then he stood before the throne with his head bowed until Darab 
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asked him from where he had come, where he separated from Behruz, 
and what news there was of Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zad. Teytus 
also urged him to speak. 

Siyavash again bowed and said, "Long live the King in majesty and 
success. I left the King's presence with Behruz the *Ayyar and we set 
out for Yemen. On the way we reached the castle of Khaledabad where 
the commander is Qaher Shih. We met him hunting and when he 
asked us who we were, we told him our tale and tears came to his eyes. 
He said, ‘they were here and captured this castle for me and asked my 
uncle for his daughter for me. They told me that one of them was in 
love with ‘Eyn al-Hayat. My brother, Qader Shah, went with them to 
King Sarvar’s capital.’ We went on toward Yemen, constantly i inque 
ing, until we reached Sarvar's capital Ta‘izz. 

“As we neared Ta‘izz we saw a group of horsemen hunting, and one 
of them was *Eyn al-Hayat, the daughter of King Sarvar. When they 
saw that we were strangers, they asked us who we were. We told them 
that we were looking for two youths, one the Prince of Iran, Firuz 
Shah, and the other the champion, Farrokh Zad. When the Princess 
heard this she began to weep and said, ‘the two youths whom you 
seek came to this kingdom and did many great deeds. When the 
Prince of Kashmir, Shah Ruz, came to seek me with an army of 
seventy thousand men including thirty thousand Zanzibaris, these two 
youths defeated that army, killed the Zanzibari leaders, and performed 
many other great deeds without ever telling us who they were. Then 
they did something wrong and my father wanted to execute them 
but Shah Selim interceded, and they were put into prison. Later the 
King of Zanzibar arrived with an army of thirty thousand men seek- 
ing vengeance for the earlier death of his son here. They caused great 
devastation and my father was no match for them. He sent a lot of 
tribute to the Zanzibaris, and sent those two youths along, too. 
"The blacks took them back to Zanzibar and imprisoned them on the 
island of Fur, in the keeping of So‘luk the Jailor. One of my mer- 
chants who arrived from there told me this. They are still there in 
bonds.’ 

“When I learned this, I returned to inform the King, while Behruz 
set off for Zanzibar to seek word of Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zad. That 
is the state of things at present.” 

When Daràb heard this news from Siyavash, he sighed and began 
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to weep, and so did the champion, Pil Zur. The news reached. the 
harem and when Gowhar-e Taj learned it she beat her face and tore 
her hair. The servants of the harem, the nobles of the court, and all the 
people of the city fell to weeping and wailing, and they carried on 
so for the rest of that day and night. 

The next morning Darab left the harem and sat upon his throne. 
He brought in all his courtiers, and the nobles and viziers were all pres- 
ent in their places with bowed heads, waiting for Darab to speak. After 
a while, Darab raised his head and addressed them: 

"From the time of King Jamshid until now, domination has been 
in the hands of the Persians, and the various lands of the world have 
always sent goods and tribute to our family. They have all submitted to 
us, and we have always been superior in territory and wealth and 
military strength. Where is there a more powerful or more splendid 
King than we in the world? The least of my servants is like King 
Sarvar of Yemen. Is it right that I should have one son in the world, 
who is the light of my eye and that Sarvar should be recalcitrant and 
not give his daughter to him? Is it right that after my son has done all 
this for him that Sarvar should hand him and Farrokh Zad over to 
the blacks to be taken to their country as prisoners, to leave me in 
grief? If I don't deal with the Yemenis in a way that will teach the 
world a lesson, then I am not King Darab! 

“Heroes, warriors, generals, leaders, you must help me now. Raise 
an army to send to Yemen. If my son has suffered harm, we will de- 
stroy Yemen and leave no single brick atop another. We will put the 
population from the King to the peasants to the sword and then go on 
to Zanzibar and do the same. If my son is unharmed, we will ask 
for this girl for him and teach Sarvar of Yemen how to behave toward 
princes." 

“Whatever the King commands, we are ready to carry out with heart 
and soul" answered 'leytus. "Since the King intends to set out for 
Yemen, it would be best to send a letter there first, and then busy our- 
selves with the preparations." 

Darab agreed and sent for a secretary to write the letter as he dictated. 
The scribe gave the finished letter back to the King to receive his seal. 
Darab called for a speedy courier to carry the letter to Yemen and re- 
turn quickly with an answer. 
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“If Behruz were here this would have been a job for him,” said 
Teytus. “Siydvash has just returned, and we need someone who is 
speedier than he, for it is a long journey." 

Pil Zur bowed and said, “I have an extremely nimble and speedy 
*ayyar who can do this job.” 

Darab ordered him brought in, so Pil Zur had his slaves search for 
Shabrang. When he came in they saw that he was a swarthy fellow, 
wearing a red felt robe and hat, and he had a dagger on either side 
and carried a lasso. He bowed and Pil Zur said, “You must take this 
letter to Sarvar’s capital in Yemen, and bring back the answer 
quickly.” 

Darab gave him a thousand dinars for his expenses and Shabrang 
set off, traveling day and night until he reached Hamadan. He gave 
Darab’s greetings to the King there and continued on toward Babylon, 
passing Mt. Bisutun and crossing the Tigris. He greeted the King of 
Babylon and continued on to Mecca, Taif, and Ta‘izz, passing city 
after city. In Ta‘izz he traversed streets and bazaars until he came to 
Sarvar’s palace. “I am a messenger from the court of King Darab,” he 
shouted. 

The chamberlains informed Sarvar that a messenger had arrived 
from Persia and sought an audience. Sarvar was surprised, and sent for 
him. Khaja Elyas, now a vizier, guessed that Darab had learned the 
fate of his son. 

When Shabrang entered he saw a lofty and richly decorated hall, 
with forty nobles lined up before the golden throne. Five handsome 
youths stood near their father’s dais. The King himself, mighty and 
proud, was enthroned with his two wise viziers on either side of him. 
Shabrang bowed, kissed the ground, and kissed Darab’s letter and gave 
it to King Sarvar. Sarvar gave it to the vizier, Teyfur, who handed it 
to a secretary. The secretary kissed the letter and asked the King, 
“Shall I read it aloud so that all may hear, or not?” 

“Read it aloud,” ordered Sarvar. 

The secretary began thus: 

“In the name of God the Beneficient King, He who created the 
world and spread out the earth, the Provider for the great and small, 
the Private Lord of our souls; and greetings to the prophets. This 
letter is from me, Darab, son of Bahman, to you, Sarvar, King of 
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Yemen, Taif, and Aden. Know that one of my sons, the light of my 
eye, came to your country with a young hero from my court, Farrokh 
Zad, son of Pil Zur, of the race of Rostam. They became famous in 
your kingdom and did many things for you. At first you honored them 
and gave them a place in your court, then because of some trifle you 
dragged them bareheaded through the markets and threw them down 
to be executed until Shah Selim interceded for them. You then held 
them hungry and thirsty in prison like common thieves. When an 
army of thirty thousand arrived from Zanzibar seeking blood, you 
gave my dear son and Farrokh Zad to that tribe of cannibals for them 
to kill in Zanzibar. This is what you have done to me. 

"Apparently you do not realize that since ancient times the kingship 
of the world has been in my family, and that your ancestors were 
tributaries of mine, and that the least of my slaves is your equal. I 
have no other son than he, and he performed great deeds in your coun- 
try on your behalf. You, in gratitude, handed him over to the Zanzi- 
baris to be taken as a prisoner to their country. If in spite of all this 

„evil which you have brought about, you want me to overlook your 
crimes, you had better go to Zanzibar and free those two young men 
from bondage, then give your daughter, ‘Eyn al-Hayat, to Firuz Shah, 
and send him back to us in good order. If you fail in this matter, in the 
name of God the Possessor of Heaven and Earth, I will come to 
Yemen with an army and I will leave no single brick on top of 
another. I shall kill the women and children, and all your sons will 
fall to my sword. I will send such an army and descend on you in such 
a manner that they will still be discussing it in the councils of the great 
on the Day of Resurrection." 

When King Sarvar heard the contents of E this pungent letter, he 
boiled like a pot over a fire and the color drained from his face. He 
took Darab’s letter and tore it up. 

“Who is Darab that he thinks he can write such a letter to me,” he 

' shouted at Shabrang. “If he marches on Yemen, I will field an army 

and fight so that not one of his men will escape alive.” 

“What should we do about this?” he asked Teyfur. 

“This is a great and dangerous matter,” replied the vizier. “It is the 
fault of Elyas who brought Firuz Shah here and claimed that he was 
his slave. He should be punished so that he will not lie to a king 
again.” 
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“You are right," said Sarvar, and he ordered them to pull Elyàs 
down from his vizier's seat. They tied him up and threw him to the 
ground for the execution. “Cut off the head of this lying merchant 
so that in the future nobody will lie to a king and bring i in princes dis- 
guised as slaves." 

When Elyas was squatting down awaiting the execution, Shabrang 
laughed. He laughed so loudly that King Sarvar heard it. 

“What do you mean by laughing in my court?” the King shouted. 

“Why shouldn't I laugh? First, you tear up a king's letter. This is 
not the proper way to behave, especially with respect to King Darab. 
Second, you should first give me an answer so that I may set out, and 
then you should deal with wrongdoers. ‘The wrongdoer is not going 
anywhere." 

“He is right,” said Shah Selim. “An enemy like Darab has now 
appeared for you, and no king has the splendor and glory and power 
to compare with his. Feet deal with him and answer his letter, then 
take care of other matters.” 

King Sarvar ordered Elyàs to prison, and dictated an answer to 
Darab’s letter. Shabrang took the letter and set out for Iran. 

* * * 

Daràb ordered troops to assemble from all parts of the kingdom and 
every day groups came until they formed battalions and regiments. 

“If we try to raise the entire Persian army it will take a long time,” 
Darab said. "I have two nephews, Kermanshah, the King in Istakhr, 
and Mozaffar Shah, who has a large army and is King in Hirmand 
and Azerbaijan. I won't take them with me, but with the troops 
which are ready, the forty commanders and hundred and fifty thou- 
sand horsemen, we will set out. If we need more, we will send for 
them." 

He ordered the troops to be mustered and the preparations to be 
made. 

“I know that Sarvar is a proud king,” said Darab. “We must go to 
Yemen, but before we set out, we will send a few of our commanders 
with a large force as an advance guard, and we will follow after." 

Teytus agreed with this plan. Darab ordered Bahman of the Golden 
Robe, Bahman of the Golden Casque, Qàren the World-Burner, 
Ardashir, Iranshah, ‘Abd al-Khaleg, Shir Afgan, and Shahmard with 
forty thousand men to march ahead. They would pass through Hama- 
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dan toward Babylon and from there toward Yemen, under orders that 
no harm come to Mecca or Medina. The kingdom of Babylon be- 
longed to Darab, whereas Mecca and Medina were ruled by Sarvar. 
On an auspicious day, the eight commanders began their march 
with forty thousand troops. 

[Sarvar organized his army and as the Persians prepared for the 
first battle, Sarvar sent his spy, Helal, into the Persian camp to gather 
information.] 

The narrator of this story tells us that Bahman of the Golden Robe 
was preparing for battle. His men were shoeing their horses, stringing 
their bows and polishing their swords. Helal observed these prepara- 
tions, then left quickly for the camp of Shah Hezabr, Prince of Yemen, 
where he arrived the next day. Helal reported to Shah Hezabr that the 
Prince's brother, Shah Asad, had a plan whereby as soon as they 
were facing the Persian army, he would attack the Persians from be- 
hind with fifty thousand men. Shah Hezabr moved his army forward 
so that only one stage lay between him and the Persian army. Spies 
reported to Bahman of the Golden Robe that the enemy was very close 
and that they would arrive at daybreak the next day. When Bahman 
of the Golden Robe learned this, he mounted his horse and along with 
the seven other commanders and about twenty thousand men, he rode 
around the camp. He ordered the chiefs to announce to the army 
that the enemy would arrive the next day, to prepare for battle and not 
to sleep. The chiefs informed all the troops so that everybody knew. 
Bahman of the Golden Robe sent out night patrols of ten thousand 
men under ‘Abd al-Khaleq. With the remaining generals he continued 
preparations unti] darkness fell. 

That night the army, close to fifty thousand Persian and Iraqi 
soldiers, made themselves ready for battle. Finally the life of the dark 
night came to an end and the true dawn arose and illuminated the 
world with her light. Bahman of the Golden Robe and the other 
generals mounted their horses. Near the camp was a mountain with a 
copse nestled on one side. Bahman went into the copse and watched 
the desert to see what would appear. At sunrise a dark dust cloud 
appeared and Bahman of the Golden Robe knew that it was the 
Yemeni army approaching. “We must be brave,” he said. "Let the first 
victory be ours so that we will look good in Darab’s eyes.” 

He ordered the Persian army to beat the war drums, don their 
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armor, and mount their horses. The dust cloud approached, and the 
nearer it came the larger it grew, until the sound of the Yemeni war 
drums and the trumpets reached the ears of the Persians. A shout arose 
from the Persian army as the dust cleared and thirty standards repre- 
senting thirty thousand armed men appeared. The Persians saw the 
Yemenis and the Yemenis saw the Persians and roars came from both 
sides. Bahman of the Golden Robe and the Yemeni general lined up 
their troops facing each other, and the two armies approached like 
two angry seas of swords and battle axes. When there was only a 
playing field's width between them, both sides halted and re-formed. 
Bahman stood in the center with Qaren the World-Burner and ‘Abd 
al-Khaleq on the right; Tahmasb with Iranshah and Shir Afgan were 
on the left; and Shahmard commanded the rear. On the other side, 
Shah Hezabr was in the center, with *Ar*ar on the right and Soheyl on 
the left. 

When these arrangements were completed, the armies eyed each 
other angrily. The real men and the brave fighters were ready for the 
battle, and the cowards fled. The first hero to take the field was 
a Yemeni on a fast, lively, spirited piebald horse. He wore a black 
jacket and a four-sided helmet. An Egyptian sword swung from his 
belt and a death-dealing lance was thrust forward beside his horse's 
ear. He rode out in great style, shouted, galloped his horse up and 
down the field, and called in a loud voice, “Persians, whoever knows 
me knows me, and whoever does not know me should know that I am 
‘Adnan ‘Adani, the least of Shah Hezabr’s slaves. Come out and see 
the manliness of the Yemenis." 

He had scarcely finished these words when a rider charged out of the 
Persian ranks on a coal-black horse as fleet as the wind, wearing a 
perfect outfit of armor, helmet, and robe. He had the hero's four 
weapons. A heavy mace rested across the pommel, and an Indian 
sword was buckled at his waist. He pranced his horse onto the field, 
made several flourishes, and stood before ‘Adnan Adani shouting, 
“You useless Yemeni, why do you talk such nonsense and mention 
ill-behaved kings? How will you escape me?” 

“Who is this riding out?” asked Bahman of the Golden Robe. 

“He is Siyamak, relative of 'Tahmasb, from the right wing of the 
army.” 

“A brave rider is out there; God will decide who will triumph.” 
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While they were talking thus, ‘Adnan “Adani aimed his lance at 
Siydmak’s chest, moved the lance around, and suddenly struck the 
point of it so hard against Siyamak’s waist that if it had been a moun- 
tain it would have trembled. Siyamak did not budge from his black 
steed. Adnàn rushed past Siyamak, and on the way back he attacked 
again with his lance, aiming the point at Siyámak's breast. The Persian 
warded off the blow. ‘Adnan then threw away his lance and drew his 
shield over his head. Siyamak attacked with his sword, and ‘Adnan 
returned the attack with his sword. The two warriors struck each 
other on the head with their swords so much that their horses were 
tired out from running and their swords were like saws. Finally they 
threw down their swords and drew forth their maces, striking each 
other with these. Neither gained an advantage until they finally 
separated and Siyamak drew his bow. Siyamak was a bowman who 
had no peer in either army. He let fly a poplar arrow from his Kharaz- 
mian war bow, while ‘Adnan drew his shield over his head thinking 
that it would protect him from the deadly arrow. 

But it was the arrow of death. It passed easily through the shield, 
through *Adnan's chest, and buried itself in the ground. ‘Adnan fell 
from his horse and Siyamak rode over, seized *Adnàn's horse, dis- 
mounted to behead ‘Adnan, and mounted again. The Persian army 
shouted and waved its flags and beat its drums. Siyamak threw the 
head at Bahman’s feet, and Bahman dismounted to present his own 
horse to Siyamak. He ordered them to raise the head on a spear point 
while Siyámak returned to the field and sought another challenger. 
Shah Hezabr was upset that they had lost the first encounter, and he 
threw himself on the ground and wept. ‘Adnan had a brother, Qeys, 
and when Qeys saw his brother killed, he groaned and lay on the 
ground. 

“What's the use of crying and weeping now?” they asked him. “Get 
out to the field and avenge your brother!” 
© Qeys mounted and rode out to the field, cursing Darab. Siyamak 
fitted an arrow into his bow and shot it at Qeys as he came along. The 
arrow entered his mouth and came out the back. Qeys fell from his 
horse, which Siyámak seized and sent to his own army, to the praise of 
Bahman of the Golden Robe. 'The Persians cheered, but Shah Hezabr 
moaned. "Isn't there anyone in our army who is a match for this 
Persian?" he asked. 
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A challenger rode out from the right wing, but he had not even 
reached the field when Siyamak felled him with an arrow. One after 
another came until the hero had dispatched ten Yemenis. 'The Yemeni 
army cried out and Helal said, “Prince, attack with the whole force at 
once for it is about time for your brother's army to arrive. They are 
nearby, and I will go to fetch them." 

Helal set out and Shah Hezabr ordered the flags odd and the 
drums beaten. The whole army of thirty thousand attacked. When 
Siyamak saw this he drew his sword, held up his shield, and attacked 
back. “See what a brave fellow Siyamak is,” said Bahman of the 
Golden Robe. 

The right and left wings went into action and met the enemy. There 
was a pitched battle and the Persians won. It was almost a rout. 

[Meanwhile Dàràb traveled from Iran and joined the Persian army 
in Yemen. Firuz Shah and Farrokh Zàd, with Zanzibari support, also 
arrived in Yemen to support the Persians. Sarvar acquired reinforce- 
ments from Zanzibar, too. Tumar, King of Zanzibar, riding his 
elephant, took the field personally against the Persians and killed 
several challengers.] 

Tumar's blows struck fear in the Persians’ hearts, and nobody dared 
take the field against him. Farrokh Zad was about to ride out when 
suddenly from the right wing a horseman appeared the likes of which 
nobody had ever seen. He rode a bay horse whose caparison was 
covered with Chinese mirrors and had a fringe of colorful silken tassels 
and silver bells. The horse had a face protector of steel on its head 
and a jewelstudded saddle on its back in which sat a youth, as 
straight as a cypress, in gold inlaid armor and helmet. He carried two 
Egyptian swords, one at his side and the other hanging below his 
stirrup, as well as a Khàrazmian bow with poplar arrows, a heavy 
mace slung across the pommel of his saddle, and a silken lasso sus- 
pended from a saddle strap. He wore greaves and brassards; a steel 
shield was slung across his back and a gold-handled, diamond-sharp 
dagger hung from his belt. Thus he appeared on his thoroughbred, 
wide-hooved, pointed-eared, elephant-bodied, lion-maned, wind-fast, 
firey, bay horse. He rode about the field flourishing his weapons and 
leaping about to the wonderment of both sides, who had never seen 
anyone to match his manliness, agility and skill. 

“Who is this who appears so impressive?” asked Darab. 
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“Tt is the Prince of Persia, Firuz Shah,” answered Teytus, and Darab 
thanked God for giving him such a son. 

As Firuz Shah approached Tumār the Black, he gave a fearful 
shout which shook the ground. Tumar was amazed. “Who are you to 
come to the hero’s field like this?" he asked. “Has Death grabbed you 
by the collar and dragged you here? Tell me your name now so that 
you don't die unidentified." 

*You wretched, babbling black, how dare you ask me my name. I 
am Firuz Shah, Prince of Persia, the killer of Zanzibaris!" 

“Well, stupid, how are you going to escape my clutches?” shouted 
Tumar drawing forth his mace. “I am going to finish you off right 
now." 

Firuz Shah put up his shield, and Darab trembled for his son. 
“Don’t worry," said Teytus, “for God will protect him." 

As they were thus trading insults, Tumar applied the hook to his 
elephant’s head and drove toward Firuz Shah. Waving his great mace, 
he shouted, “if you were the whole of Mt. Alborz I would flatten you; 
if you were of cast steel I would melt you with the fire of my club!” 

He held the club in both hands, swung it around his head and 
brought it down on Firuz Shah. The Prince was holding his shield 
over his head with both arms straight and putting his trust in God. 
'Tumar struck the shield with all his strength, a blow that would have 
raised dust from the ocean or pulverized a mountain. The club struck 
fire from the shield, but Firuz Shah's arms and hands did not budge 
an inch nor did he turn pale. As Tumar rushed past, Firuz Shah 
lowered his shield, wheeled his horse around and faced the black. 
Sarvar marvelled at the Persian's strength of arm. “Who is this who 
can take such a blow so easily?" he asked. “Is he Rostam or Sam to 
stand up against such a mace?" 

“That is Firuz Shah,” said Helal, and Sarvar praised his strength. 

When Tumir saw that his attack had failed, he bit a chunk out of 
the back of his hand in frustration and attacked again. This blow 
was even more easily warded off. 

“Why does Firuz Shah give the enemy this kind of opportunity?” 
asked Darab. 

*He does it to show you his strength and endurance," answered 
Teytus. 
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As they were talking, Tumār delivered another blow harder than 
the last, such that both armies could hear the sound of it. 'The heroes' 
hearts quailed, but Firuz Shah took it even more lightly. 'Tumar, en- 
raged, attacked again with his club, "Our custom is to attack three 
times, then receive three attacks,” said Tumar. 

"Let's see what you can do,” answered Firuz Shah, putting up his 
shield. 

Dirab cried, “Send someone to the field to ask my son how long he 
can stand the blows of this wretch." 

Behruz went out but by the time he arrived Tumār had struck 
and Firuz Shah had taken the blow. 

“You have already taken four blows from this scoundrel, and no- 
body else can take more than one. Now it is time for you to show 
your skill," called Behruz. 

“Go back now,” said Firuz Shah to Behruz, "for right now I am 
about to finish off this miserable black." 

Firuz Shah drew his sword, stood before Tumar and shouted, 
“Scoundrel, you have struck four times. Now, take one blow!” 

‘Tumiar raised his shield and Firuz Shah attacked like flood and fire. 
Charging at Tumir, he struck with all his might against his shield 
with his death-dealing sword, so that the sword cut the shield in half 
in Tumàr's hands. The cutting edge of the sword sliced through the 
armor and mail on Tumaàr's shoulder, parted the flesh, shattered the 
bones, and dropped one of Tumār’s arms on the ground like a fallen 
tree. The blood gushed, and Tumar groaned as he turned his elephant 
to flee. “There is no escape now,” shouted Firuz Shah as he charged up 
behind Tumaàr, and with one blow of his sword he cut off the Zanzi- 
bari's head. | 

A roar arose from both armies. Darab ordered them to beat the 
drums announcing good news, and everybody, friend and enemy, 
praised Firuz Shah’s strong right arm. When Tumiar’s army saw this, 
some thirty thousand blacks attacked at once and surrounded Firuz 
Shah. The Prince applied his sword to the attackers, and his own 
force of thirty thousand Zanzibaris attacked Tumar’s army. As sixty 
thousand blacks fell on each other, many from '"Tumàr's force were 
killed or captured. . 

“What should we do now?" Sarvar asked Teyfur. “Tumar is dead, 
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and we don't have anybody left who can stand up to the Persians." 

"Luck is against us today," answered Teyfur. "Let's wait and see 
how this battle between the blacks comes out." 

After a time, Tumār’s army was defeated, with many men killed or 
taken prisoner. Both armies fell back and the day's fighting ended with 
the drum-roll for withdrawal. Darab went out to meet Firuz Shah and 
the nobles all dismounted and bowed. Firuz Shah got down and kissed 
Daràb's stirrup as the King gave thanks to God. Then Darab ordered 
"Tumar's head to be raised on a lance and carried around the camp. 

[King Sarvar was worried about his army's chances and said that he 
needed his son, Shah Shoja, and also Malek Nasr, a general, to hold off 
the enemy. Both of these Yemenis had been captured by the Persians.] 

When Helal heard this, he bowed before King Sarvar and said, “If 
you give me permission I will go to the Persian army for news. Maybe 
I can bring back Shah Shoja and Malek Nasr.” 

King Sarvar agreed and Helal set out passing through the night 
patrols unseen. He reached the door of Darab’s court where the nobles 
were still present and talking. Helal listened carefully, standing among 
the lesser officers until the group broke up. 

"Where are Shah Shoja and Malek Nasr?” asked Firuz Shah. 
“Guard them carefully and be prepared.” 

Tur spoke up: “They are with me, Prince. I have them tied up 
beside my tent.” 

“Tell the chiefs to announce to the troops that there will be battle 
tomorrow,” ordered Firuz Shah. 

The chiefs made the announcement to the men; die nobles dispersed 
and Tur started for his tent with Helal following him. Tur dis- 
mounted, went into his tent, and ordered his slaves to listen carefully 
around the prisoners’ tent. When Helal had learned where the prisoners 
were being kept, he waited in hiding nearby until all the slaves had 
gone to sleep. 'Then he stepped forth boldly, went behind the tent, 
pulled up two pegs, and slipped inside. The prisoners were tied to 
the foot of the tent pole; Shah Shoja was awake. 

“Who are you coming through the back of the tent in the middle of 
the night," the Prince asked. 

“I am Helal the *Ayyar, servant of King Sarvar, and I have come to 
set you free." 
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“Then hurry up, Helal,” said the Prince. 

Helal took out his diamond-sharp file, cut their chains, and led them 
out by the back of the tent. 

“You go ahead and wait over there until I see what I can do,” said 
Helal. 

They sat and watched from a distance while Helal drew his dagger 
and beheaded or disemboweled ten slaves. Then he returned and said, 
“My work is finished now.” 

The three set out, passed the night patrols and went along some 
distance, until Shah Shojà was overcome by hunger and could not 
continue. He asked Helal to bring him something to eat. 

"Where can I get any food in the middle of the night,” exclaimed 
Helal. “The camp is only a farsang away, and there you will be able 
to have what you want." 

“I can't go on,” said Shah Shoja. “I wish I had a horse to ride.” 

“There is neither horse nor food out here. We have to hurry before 
the Persian spys find us and make things difficult." 

As they were going along, talking, they came upon a spring. “Give 
me a few minutes to rest here and drink some water,” said Shah Shoji. 

Helàl told him to hurry because they were in a dangerous place. As 
Shah Shoja put his hands in the water to drink, it was the will of God 
that Shabrang the ‘Ayyar should pass by there on his way back from 
the Yemeni camp. Firuz Shah had sent him to the enemy's camp to 
gather information, and now he spotted the three enemies at the spring. 
He had made up his face and donned the robe and hat of a dervish. 
As he passed them, Shah Shoja was asking Helal for some food, saying 
that he was hungry and that surely he could get him something. 

“Prince,” Helal answered, “where do you think I am going to get 
anything to eat at this time of night?" 

Shabrang recognized them and said to himself, "That is Helal and 
he has rescued the Yemeni Prince. If I go up to them I will not be able 
to handle them, but on the other hand, if I pass by, it would be a pity, 
for Pil Zur captured them." 

Just then Helàl noticed him passing and shouted at him, asking 
who he was and where he was going in the middle of the night. 
Shabrang, fearless, went up to him and said, “I am a stranger here. I 
was in Aden and I wanted to come to Yemen, but when I got here I- 
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found all this uproar going on, and there was no rest to be had. Now 
I have no choice but to head for Taif, so that I can go on from there to. 
Mecca and Medina. I also hope to go to Egypt, and, God willing, I 
will make it. But who are you to hail me in the middle of the night? 
Are you a road patrol?" 

“You worthless dervish,” said Helal, “who do you think you are 
asking me such a question?” 

“Since this man is a dervish and has a long way ahead of him to 
travel,” Shah Shoja said, “he must have some morsel with him. Helal, 
ask him for something for me, because my hunger is really terrible.” 

“Dervish,” said Helal, “because of your impudence, give us some of 
the provisions that you have with you for your trip.” 

“You sound like robbers who wait by the road and strip people 
naked and make off with what you get,” answered Shabrang. 

“What have we taken from you, stupid?” asked Helal. “We asked 
you civilly for something. If you give us something, fine, but if not, 
nobody will force you. Why do you call us robbers?” 

“I don't have anything to give you, and besides, you don't worry me 
at all," answered Shabrang. 

“What did you say, you miserable tramp?” shouted Helal angrily. 
“Do you want me to give you what you deserve?” 

“Oh, you Persians are always after something,” said Shabrang. “You 
always envy what others have. Here you have stopped a dervish in 
the middle of the night; you have nothing against me. What do you 
want of me anyway?” 

“Dervish,” said Shah Shoja, “why do you talk so much? We are not 
Persians, we are Yemenis who were captured by the Persians. We 
escaped and now we are heading toward the Yemeni army. If you have 
anything at all with you, give us a little for we are terribly hungry.” 

When Shabrang heard this, he said, “Since you are Yemenis, and 
Yemenis have always treated me well and given me alms, I shall give 
you alms, too.” 

Having said this, he went up to shah Shoja and put in his hand a 
piece of bread which was extremely hard and dry. Shah Shoja was 
painfully hungry and the bread made him happy, but when he bit it, 
however hard he tried, he could not break off any of it. 

“Hey, dervish,” he cried, “has this bread been around since the time 
of the flood?” 
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. “You are a strange people,” said Shabrang. “You beg with a club! 
Of course bread that you beg will be dry." 

"Don't you recognize us now?" asked Shah Shoja. "Don't you know 
to whom you are talking?" 

“Who are you,” asked Shabrang: “Are you King Sarvar, or maybe 
his son, that you take such offense at my words?” 

“I am his son, Shah Shoja." 

"Imagine telling a lie that big," said Shabrang, laughing. “Look at 
Shah Shoja, the son of King Sarvar! Why are you here in the desert 
in the middle of the night and why are you begging bread from a 
dervish?” 

“We were captured by the Persians,” answered Shah Shoja. “This 
other man is Malek Nasr, and he there is Helāl the *Ayyar, who 
slipped into the Persian camp and freed us." 

“If you are a man,” Shabrang said, “tell me truly, is this person with 
whom I am talking really Shah Shoja, for I am obliged to King Sarvar. 
Once Sarvar gave me a hundred dinars, and now I am in his debt." 

"It is God's truth that he is Shah Shoja,” said Helal. “He is the 
son of King Sarvar, and this is Malek Nasr of Yemen and I am 
Helal the *Ayyar. 

“You should have said so earlier so that I would not have talked so 
much and I would have given you something good. Now that you 
have told me the truth, one good turn deserves another. I will not deny 
you anything that I have." 

He reached into his pack and brought out a piece of bread and a 
piece of halvah which he had drugged with a sleeping powder, and 
gave it to them, saying, "I am a traveling man and if I did not have 
a bit of something sweet I would not be able to go on. You eat some 
of this and leave a little for me." 

“Have no fear,” said Shah Shoja, “we will eat this bread and halvah 
of yours and start out. You come along with us so that we can give you 
something in return. In return for this bread and halvah, we will give 
you enough to make you rich." 

"[ don't need your money," said Shabrang. ^You just eat some and 
leave a little for me." 

"Prince," Helal interjected, “why do you persist. This dervish is a 
stupid yokel. See what absurdities he speaks about this tiny amount of 
food.” | 
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They ate that food with a will, though remembering what they had 
said. After a while, when the effects of the sleeping powder began to 
be felt, there still remained a small piece of bread. When Helal per- 
ceived the effect of sleeping powder, he knew immediately that the 
dervish was a spy and that he had tricked them. He turned to Shah 
Shoja and said, “You have eaten your fill now; get up so we can go, 
for we are still close to the Persian army. A spy might find us and 
make trouble for us." 

*Helal" answered Shah Shoja, "the truth is that I am very sleepy. 
We will sleep here for a while." 

"This is no time for sleeping," said Helal. "The enemy's army is 
nearby. Get up and let's go." 

“My throat is dry,” said Shah Shojà. 

While they were talking, Malek Nasr said, “Why are you sitting 
there, for a great dragon is coming!” 

Helal looked around and saw no dragon, and said to him, “Malek 
Nasr, you are an intelligent man. What would a dragon be doing 
here? But it is not your fault, for this man is not a dervish. He is 
Shabrang the ‘Ayyar and he has tricked us by giving us sleeping 
powder.” 

As soon as Shabrang knew that Helal had recognized him he told 
himself that it would not do to sit there any longer, so he jumped up 
and said, “Eat all you want now, for I have a long road ahead of me.” 

“Dervish,” Helal said, “you were generous and gave us bread and 
halvah in the middle of the night. Come here so that I can give you 
some money.” 

Shabrang knew that Helal wanted to capture him. “Helal,” he said, 
“I gave you that bread and halvah out of good will, and I will take no 
money for them." 

Helal knew that it was fruitless, and said, *You wretched EA 
now you have done your job and given us the sleeping powder!” 

Helāl was about to leave, but the sleeping powder had done its work. 
Shabrang saw him fall. He turned around and saw that Shah Shojā 
and Malek Nasr were both unconscious, and he felt satisfied. He tied 
up all three, put Helāl on his back and carried him to the night patrol. 
That evening the patrol was led by Khorshid Shah, so Shabrang took 
Helal to him. 

“Who are you, and where are you going, and who is this that you 
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have on your back?" asked Khorshid Shah as Shabrang approached. 

“My Lord,” he answered, “I am Shabrang the ‘Ayyar and I have 
been in the Yemeni camp. On the way back I saw Helal the *Ayyar 
who had rescued Shah Shoja and Malek Nasr and was taking them 
back to the Yemeni army. By a trick I captured all three of them. I 
have Helal on my back now, and the other two I left tied up by the 
spring. You had better hurry to them lest some animal come and injure 
them." | 

Several horsemen went at once and fetched the other two, and they 
took all three to Firuz Shah’s camp and left them there tied up. 

* * * 

Firuz Shah had slept for a while but was now up and talking with 
Behruz and Siyavash. They saw what Shabrang had done and con- 
gratulated him. 

“Wake them up,” said the Prince. 

Shabrang brought out a wick and lighted it. He made it smoke, and 
held it to their noses to cause them to sneeze. They sneezed several 
times in succession, opened their eyes, and wondered where they were. 
Helal was furious when he saw what had happened to him. 

“You cursed wretch,” said Shabrang, kicking him, “what do you 
think of yourself now ?" 

Helàl looked around and saw Firuz Shah. Putting his face to the 
ground he said, "Prince, I am an ‘ayyar and I have made a name for 
myself in the world at this profession. Tonight Shabrang fooled us in 
such a way that if I were to describe it, you would be astounded.” 

Firuz Shah questioned him and Helal related everything that had 
happened to them. All those present were amazed and laughed 
heartily. Firuz Shah ordered them to take Shah Shoji and Malek 
Nasr to prison and awarded Helal to Shabrang to dispose of as he 
wished. 

[Helal was released after making a lot of false promises. After more 
battles, the Yemeni army fled to Ta‘izz in defeat. Reinforcements 
came to Yemen from Valid ibn Khaled of Egypt but again the 
Yemenis were defeated, so they fled to Egypt taking with them *Eyn 
al-Hayat. King Sarvar, in return for aid from Egypt, has pledged “Eyn 
al-Hayat to King Valid ibn Khaled for his son. Darab sent for more 
troops from Iran; Sarvar arrived in Egypt.] 

As the Yemenis drew near, King Valid was informed and he came 
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out to greet them as a cloud of dust ahead of him settled to reveal the 
Yemeni army. King Valid rode ahead, as did King Sarvar, and they 
embraced each other on horseback. Then they turned back and set up 
the tents and pavilions and settled down to enjoy themselves. King 
Valid provided every sort of food and drink for the Yemeni King, this 
being the first time that the two kings had met. 

The next day King Sarvar rode to King Valid's court. When he 
reached the gate of the court, a messenger informed Valid, and he 
ordered them to prepare the royal tent and set up the jewel-studded 
throne and the gilded chairs. King Sarvar dismounted, and the 
. grandees of Egypt came forward and escorted him in with the greatest 
honor. King Valid ibn Khaled of Egypt rose and situated Sarvar at his 
side. They seated the Yemeni nobles in prominent positions, then every- 
one in the assembly took his place. Footmen brought golden basins 
and pitchers so the nobles could wash their hands. Sharbat-bearers 
came bringing rose water and sugar candy and rock-sugar in crystal 
and china goblets, and milk perfumed with rose water and musk. 
When they had finished drinking the rose water, the kitchen at- 
tendants entered and spread silken cloths, and placed on them gold 
and silver vessels filled with hundreds of delicacies, and the kings and 
grandees began to eat. When they had finished eating and the cloths 
had been cleared away, conversation began. 

King Valid asked King Sarvar about the troubles of his journey, and 
Sarvar answered, "All of our troubles, no matter how bad they were, 
turned to repose when we caught sight of Your Highness. My Lord, 
what happened to me and my country is beyond description." 

He related everything that had happened to him during his journey. 

“Don’t worry," King Valid said, “I assure you that I will give the 
Persians what they deserve. I will send a huge army with you to re- 
capture Yemen from them, and then together we will go to Iran and 
avenge you on the Persians ten times over. But I will do this only if 
you do two things for me. First, you must give “Eyn al-Hayat to my 
son, Shah Saleh, who has been in love with her for a long time. This 
will relieve my mind about him. Second, all the plunder of property, 
treasure and arms that we take from the Persians shall belong to the 
Egyptian army." 

"Our purpose," said Sarvar, "is to drive them away so that we can 
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return to our country once again. I am prepared to give my daughter, 
and in fact, I have brought her with me. But first we must deal with 
the Persians. When we have finished with them, then we can relax and 
prepare for the wedding." 

“So be it, but you must send *Eyn al-Hayat to us so that she may 
stay with my daughter, Turan Dokht. This way we will not have to 
worry about her." 

King Sarvar could say nothing. He ordered them to take *Eyn al- 
Hayat to Cairo and a large number of guards and retainers were as- 
signed to the job. They informed her that she had been given to 
Shah Saleh of Egypt but that the wedding was postponed until the 
Persians had been dealt with. “Eyn al-Hayat was saddened at this news 
and began to cry. Sharifa consoled her saying, “Princess, don’t be sad. 
As long as Firuz Shah is alive nobody else can look at you.” 

“But they will take me to Cairo. When will I ever leave there?” 

As they were talking, servants of King Valid arrived with a golden 
howdah to take “Eyn al-Hayat and her train to Cairo. She had no 
choice but to enter the howdah with her ladies-in-waiting. They went 
into Cairo, weeping and wailing, and were taken to Turan Dokht’s 
palace. 

Turan Dokht was King Valid's daughter and breathtakingly beauti- 
ful. When she heard that *Eyn al-Hayat was coming to her palace she 
said happily to her old nurse, “I have heard a lot about this girl's 
beauty and now I want to see her. She has made all this hullabaloo 
among kings and princes; she has put Firuz Shah to a lot of trouble, 
and my brother, Shah Salch, has lost his mind over her.” 

“Yes, they say she is a knockout,” said the nurse. 

When Turan Dokht set out to see *Eyn al-Hayat, they informed the 
Yemeni Princess and she went forward to greet her “jailor” although 
her heart was heavy thinking of Firuz Shah. The two princesses em- 
braced and exchanged pleasantries. Turan Dokht was astounded at the 
beauty and grace of “Eyn al-Hayàt and said to herself, "She is a 
hundred times more beautiful than they said, but she seems very dis- 
tracted and preoccupied. I wonder why." 

The two beauties settled down to spend their time together. 

King Sarvar was very unhappy about sending his daughter to Cairo, 
for he did not like to be away from her for even a moment. "It was a 
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- bad day when they took my daughter to Cairo,” he said to himself. "I 
feel that I will never see her again. I wish that I had given her to 
Firuz Shah!" 

“Why are you so upset?” asked Teyfur. 

“I did not want them to take “Eyn al-Hayat to Cairo, but what could 
I do? I had no choice." 

“What are you talking about? This girl must have a bond How 
long can you keep a daughter around the house? A girl in her father's 
house is like pure, clean water. When it remains in one place longer 
than it should, it begins to smell. If you had given her to the first 
suitor who came asking for ber, all this trouble and war would not 
have taken place. Now the matter is out of hand and you can't keep 
her from the King of Egypt any longer." 

Sarvar cursed Teyfur in his heart. *All this upset is your fault, you 
bastard!" 

Later, King Valid and King Sarvar were talking, and Valid said, 
^We have no news of the Persian army. Where are they? When are 
they going to arrive here?" 

Just then Egyptian spies reported in to say, “King, Darab has 
reached such and such a place." 

"Why are they not coming closer?" asked Valid. 

“Because they have sent someone to Iran to request more troops, and 
they are waiting for them to arrive. 'The news is that Mozaffar Shah 
from Hirmand and Behzad, Rostam's descendant, will come with a 
hundred thousand men from Azerbaijan. Kermanshah will come 
from Istakhr with Pil Tan and another hundred thousand troops. ‘That 
is why the Persians are waiting where they are." 

“This is Egypt," said Valid, “and like Iran and Yemen, I have 
thousands of local kings. You needn't worry about an army because 
more troops than you can imagine will gather here." 

Every day more and more troops arrived. 

When Daàrab and his army of two hundred and fifty thousand 
camped near Cairo to await Mozaffar Shah, Teytus suggested sending 
a letter to King Valid to inform him of the situation. They wrote the 
letter and Darab sealed it and gave it to Behruz to take to the King of 
Egypt and return with an answer. 

When Behruz reached the Egyptian camp he found some six hun- 
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dred thousand Egyptians, Yemenis, Taifis and Maghrebis with their 
tents, pavilions and compounds set up. He was astounded at the num- 
ber of troops as he made his way through the tents to King Valid's 
court. The royal court was a huge tent held up by forty poles, silken 
ropes and golden pegs, and it had a huge golden ornament atop it; 
twelve hundred golden-belted slaves with hands locked into each 
other's belts stood guard outside. Thirty Arabian horses with golden 
saddles and bridles waited by the entrance. When Behruz approached, 
a hundred slaves ran forward shouting to him to identify himself and 
state his business. 

“I am a messenger from Darab the King of Persia and I have a letter 
for King Valid." 

He was quickly admitted to the court. When the. chamberlains 
raised the curtain, Behruz saw a throne with two kings on it. Around 
the throne were three hundred golden seats where three hundred Egyp- 
tian and Yemeni nobles and generals were seated. Forty wise and 
learned advisors were present and three viziers were seated above them, 
Teyfur and Elyas from Yemen, now back in favor, and Valid’s vizier, 
Nik Andish. Forty tall, black-veiled executioners were in attendance 
to mete out punishment. Beyond these were three hundred lesser nobles 
from Yemen, Aden, Taif, Egypt, Syria, Rum and the Maghreb, each 
in his place, and three thousand slaves and chamberlains inside and 
outside with golden belts and maces. Behruz was dazzled by such 
majesty and splendor, and bowed in awe. 

After exchanging formalities with King Valid, Behruz stood with 
head bowed before the throne. He had impressed the entire court with 
his eloquence and skillful choice of words, and when the viziers, on 
behalf of the King, asked him his business, Behruz bowed, kissed his 
letter, and handed it to them. They passed it from hand to hand until it 
reached King Valid, who broke the seal. The King handed it to Nik 
Andish, who read it out. 

*In the name of God the Beneficient, Who created heaven and earth, 
and praise to the prophets. This letter is from me, King Darab, to you, 
the King of Egypt, Syria and Arabia Felix. Your ancestors were kings 
in this land, just as mine were kings in Persia, and there has never been 
any enmity between us. 'There need not be any now. Sarvar of Yemen 
has behaved very badly toward us, and for this reason war has broken 
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out between us. The cause of it all is “Eyn al-Hayat. Finally Sarvar 
asked for a truce of forty days and promised that after that time he 
would give his daughter. He lied and sought aid from you, but you 
should not have helped him. When you did so, a Yemeni champion 
was killed and his army could not hold out and fled from me to you. 
I have pursued Sarvar this far, not for territory or plunder but only for 
his daughter. Be informed that I have two hundred and fifty thousand 
men with me now and that I have sent to Persia for more, and that 
Mozaffar Shah and Kermānshāh are each bringing a hundred thou- 
sand troops. You are a wise man and a just King; think carefully about 
this and put an end to all this trouble. Send “Eyn al-Hayat to us so that 
we can return to Persia. I£ you choose not to behave in this manner, 
you may be assured that I shall deal with you as I dealt with Sarvar 
in Yemen. Peace." 

King Valid was furious when he finished the letter. “Does Darab 
think he is so great that he can write such a letter to me?" he shouted. 
“If he weren't right here I would go straight to Persia to give him his 
answer. He seems to think that this is the time of Feridun when he 
demanded tribute from my ancestors. Does Darab think he can lord it 
. over me?" 

He ordered them to write an answer at once. When it was finished 
they gave it to Behruz who went out and headed for the Persian camp. 

King Valid was secretly worried about the military situation. “You 
have fought with the Persians,” he said to Teyfur, “how do they 
make war?” 

“It is the Persian practice for one challenger to take the field and 
seek an opponent from the enemy ranks. ‘They fight in single combats, 
and as we saw in Yemen, none of our men is a match for them. You 
remember that the Zanzibari King Tuméar took the field for several 
days but was finally killed by Firuz Shah. King Sarvar’s son, Shah 
Shoja, is being held prisoner by the Persians and he was a good fighter 
too. An ‘ayyar called Helal was captured by the Persians. Another 
Prince, Shah Hezabr, is in prison in Iran. Another is being held in 
Kashmir, and another was killed in battle.” 

“Then we must also find a hero who will be able to hold his own on 
the field,” said Valid. “Find out who the great fighters are among our 
nobles.” 
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“We Yemenis all know each other well," replied Teyfur. “We have 
nobody who is a match for the Persians, and I know that there are no 
Egyptians who are either." 

“If this is the case," said Valid, “write a letter to Teymurtash in 
Arabia Felix and ask him to bring forty thousand men. I have heard 
that he is a good fighter and uses a five-hundred-pound club.” 

Behruz returned to Darab’s camp and described everything that he 
had seen and heard. Darab broke the seal of Valid’s letter and this is 
what was written: 

“King Darab, be informed that King Sarvar is our neighbor and we 
have been close friends for a long time. Regarding ‘Eyn al-Hayat, my 
son, Shah Saleh, is in love with her just as your son, Firuz Shah, is, 
so there is no question of our giving her to you. Furthermore, you have 
killed a hero from my court and I myself will seek to avenge his death. 
There can be only war between us. You. may think that the kingdom 
of Egypt is like that of Yemen, but I will raise such a force that even 
the earth and sky shall bear arms.” 

When Darab heard these words he said, “Now it is clear that King 
Valid is a stupid man with no sense, for by his own choice he will 
make war on us.” 

[Meanwhile Behzad and Mozaffar Shah arrived from Persia with re- 
inforcements, but Mozaffar Shah was kidnapped by an Egyptian 
*ayyar. Darab has moved the Persian troops up for battle. Turin Dokht 
has fallen in love with Mozaffar Shah, Egyptian *ayyars have freed 
Shah Shojà and Malek Nasr from the Persians. Major battles have be- 
gun and they have gone badly for the Egyptians. | 

“Darab still wants the King of Yemen’s daughter,” said King Valid. 
“If my son, Saleh, were well I would give *Eyn al-Hayat to him right 
away in order to destroy Darab’s hopes. I must wait, however, until 
he recovers [from being love-crazed]. Now we need to think of some 
other plan to deal with the Persians, for there is hardly anyone left in 
our army to fight them.” 

His vizier, Nik Andish, spoke up, “Sir, I have just had a good idea, 
and with your permission I will speak it.” | 

The King ordered him to speak. "On this side of Cairo, by the 
seashore," Nik Andish said, "there is a mountain so high and dark 
that no traveler has ever reached its peak. In that mountain there is a 
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cave, and from the mouth of the cave a great dragon thrusts forth its 
head so that no human being can pass near the cave. I have heard 
from travelers that there is a valley called the Seven Hills inside that 
mountain, and the road to that valley is inside the cave. In the valley 
of Seven Hills there are enormous trees, and it is the home of a power- 
ful wizard called Moqantara. Because of the dragon, nobody is able to 
enter the cave. If there were someone who could go to that magician 
and bring him here to the King, and if the King were to enchant him 
with gifts and riches, it would be an excellent thing because it would 
be extremely simple for that magician to defeat the Persians without 
our having to do any fighting at all.” 

“You are called Nik Andish because you have good ideas,” the 
King replied. “Why did you not speak up earlier so that we could have 
finished off the enemy immediately?” 

Turning to his courtiers, the King asked, “Who will go and bring 
back that magician?” 

King Sarvar replied that this was surely a job for Nik Andish, for 
nobody but he could accomplish such a task. Nik Andish bowed and 
said, “Sir, I will undertake this even though my life will be in danger, 
but it will require a great deal of gold to bring out that magician.” 

The King ordered Nik Andish to set out for the mountain with 
many gifts, much gold, and twelve slaves. 

Bearing his treasure, Nik Andish traveled night and day until he 
reached his destination. He thought hard about how to approach the 
cave, for the mountain was extremely high and jagged, so much so 
that nobody had ever been able to climb it. Besides, in the vicinity of 
the mountain there was neither fresh water nor any sign of civilization. 
Nik Andish and his slaves walked around the mountain for a full day 
and night until finally, after great difficulty and exertion, they reached 
the mouth of the cave. It was a huge cave with a narrow entrance, and 
out of it a dragon thrust its head. When Nik Andish saw the dragon 
he was afraid, but he knew that it was magic so he went forward, 
bowed and said, “Dragon, I know that you are the gatekeeper of 
King Moqantara. We are strangers and have come from afar, and we 
have important matters to take up with the accomplished King 
Mogantara. If you will permit us we will pass and present our busi- 
ness.” 
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He had not finished speaking when the dragon roared, leapt up 
from his place, and put his head and neck out of the cave. Nik Andish 
and his slaves, almost collapsing from fright, ran back. As they did 
so, the dragon also returned to his place. Again Nik Andish bowed and 
said, "Dragon, something important has befallen us, and we have come 
to Mogantara the Master.” 

The dragon again jumped up and again Nik Andish ran back. 
Many times the vizier approached and pleaded and each time the 
dragon leapt out at him and forced him to retreat. At last, exhausted, 
Nik Andish thought, “This is really difficult. I cannot fight off this 
monster with gold or strength or humility.” 

As he was trying to think of a plan, he saw an individual come out 
of the mouth of the cave. He was the extremity of ugliness, misshapen 
and repellant, with a detestable face, a large head and a huge body. He 
shouted at Nik Andish, “Hey! Who are you and what is this im- 
portant business that brings you here? Where did you find the nerve to 
walk by this cave? Are you a mortal, for you have come close to the 
dragon and near this cave where no other mortal has ever dared to 
come.” 

Nik Andish bowed and answered, “I have come from the mighty 
King Valid ibn Khaled, bringing a message to the master magician 
of the world, Moqantara. If you will allow me, I will pass and talk 
to him.” 

“Wait here until I inform Moqantara and ask his permission,” he 
said, then disappeared into the mouth of the dragon. 

The dragon made no move at all and Nik Andish was amazed. 
After a time the ugly individual returned and said, “Let your leader 
come with me.” 

‘The vizier instructed his slaves to remain with the treasure until he 
returned. Then he told the ugly individual that he was afraid of the 
dragon. 

“Do not fear,” he said, “take this bead and show it to the dragon 
and he will give you no trouble.” 

The vizier took the bead and showed it to the dragon who immedi- 
ately became obedient. Nik Andish stepped into the mouth of the 
dragon and followed that person for a long way. At last a light ap- 
peared, and when they reached the light, Nik Andish saw a gate and a 
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very steep path with several steps. At the bottom of the path he saw 
large trees at the foot of which was fetid water. In the water there were 
frogs as large as cats, and he was greatly amazed. 

‘They had gone about a half a farsang along the valley when they 
reached a house which had been hewn out of the black rock and 
fitted with a stone door. Before the house was a large pool also hol- 
lowed out of the rock, and trees grew around the edge of it. A hundred 
thousand frogs were living in the pond, as well as numberless water 
snakes, and a putrid stench arose from its surface. When they came 
up to the door, the ugly guide left Nik Andish and went in to an- 
nounce the news. 

Nik Andish was apprehensive for he saw a crowd of hairy persons, 
bareheaded and hideous, come out of the door, look him over and 
then return inside. The vizier, alarmed, thought to himself “what a 
fearful place and what monstrous people.” While he was engaged in 
such thoughts, someone shouted, “Come in!” . 

The same individual who had brought Nik Andish from the mouth 
of the cave now took his hand and led him into the courtyard. When 
he entered, he noticed along the passageway many rooms which had 
been hollowed out of the rock. As they reached the furthest part of 
the court he saw four stone daises and opposite them a throne, also of 
stone. Seated on the throne was an enormously tall sinister-looking 
man with a large head, thick tangled hair, a forehead like a Greek fire- 
thrower, two eyes like saucers of blood, a long, large nose breathing 
fire like a bathhouse stove, a mouth like a bellows, two projecting 
teeth like the tusks of a boar, elephant ears, a long neck, a filthy, bare 
body, swollen stomach, and large lank hands with long cracked nails: a 
truly satanic personage. 

When Nik Andish gazed on the venomous aspect of that nefarious 
creature, he feared greatly, nay, he almost expired! He pulled him- 
self together, however, and bowed in the proper fashion and was invited 
to sit. Looking around he saw ten persons who were passing a tortoise 
shell cup full of wine made from turtle blood and frog fat, and eating 
roasted snakes and turtle flesh. One was seated and was striking to- 
gether two sticks as a musician, and another was making sugarplums 
out of sour and bitter fruit. The vizier regretted ever entering that 
place but it was too late for regrets. Moqantara motioned them to 
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set before Nik Andish some of the sweet smelling fruits and delicacies 
which had been grown in that ambience. 

“Woe is me!” said the vizier to himself, “What shall I do? If I eat 
these things, I am afraid I will die, and if I don't eat them, maybe his 
evil nature will be offended and he will either order me killed or deny 
my request." 

In any case, he tasted a bit of it, thinking that this place surely must 
be Hell and the food infernal and these people devilish minions. He 
felt that if the denizens of the real Hell should see this, they would 
shout bravo! 

Finally Moqantara spoke. "Who are you, and where do you come 
from, and what do you want of me? I have withdrawn from the 
world, for I never found a person in the world who was worthy of 
sitting with me in conversation. These few people who are with me 
now are all my servants from before." 

Nik Andish bowed and answered, "King, I have come from the 
city of Cairo, from King Valid ibn Khaled of Egypt, because a great 
enemy of our King has appeared in the form of King Darab. There has 
been a lot of fighting around Cairo and it has not gone well for us, 
for these enemies are serious and experienced men. ‘They have captured 
some of our territory and all our plans have failed. When we learned 
that the dwelling of the Sultan of Magicians of the East and the West 
is here, our King expressed a wish to meet you. We would never have 
been bold enough to come here except that now we are in desperate 
straits. This is why we dared to come and trouble you to repel our 
enemies, and give our King the honor of kissing your hand. After that, 
there will be friendship and good will between us.” 

When Mogantara heard this warm plea, his interest quickened and 
he asked, “Who are these people who are fighting you? Could it be that 
you want me to go to war against sorcerers?” 

Nik Andish answered him that they were not sorcerers but that 
they were skillful and battle-hardened fighters and that the Egyptians 
were in no sense their rivals. 

“I should be ashamed to go to fight against a handful of fagged-out 
recruits,” said Moqantara. “Are they worth my while and attention? 
But on the other hand, if I do not go, King Valid will think that I 
have refused out of pride. You go ahead and I will follow you.” 
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“The situation is not such that we can afford to hesitate," the vizier 
replied. “But, Master Wizard, my King has sent a few trifling gifts 
for you, and some of my bearers are waiting at the mouth of the cave. 
Send someone there to bring back these things. And, Master, we must 
hurry lest the whole kingdom slip from our hands." 

"Stay here tonight," Moqantara replied, “and tomorrow you and 
I will go in such a way as to reach the Egyptian army in the same day." 

He ordered a servant to go to the mouth of the cave to bring back 
Valid's gifts and to tell the vizier's airendanis: to return to Cairo by the 
same route by which they had come. 

Moqantara's porters sent the vizier's attendants on their way and 
carried back the treasure and delicacies. When the gifts were spread out 
before Moqantara, the magician's spirits improved. "It is such a long 
time since I have eaten any of these delicious things," he sighed, 
tasting some of the sweetmeats. The fabrics and treasure were turned 
over to his assistants. 

The wizard advised Nik Andish to preserve carefully the bead that 
he had given him, for if ever the vizier wanted to come to him, he 
need only show the bead to the dragon and he would be able to pass 
safely. Thus they whiled away the evening. 

When it became light the magician woke the vizier and said, “Get 
up now so that we can start off.” 

Nik Andish was relieved at this. Moqantara took the vizier’s hand 
and led him to the roof of the house to a large urn. The magician got 
into it, sat down, and seated the vizier in it next to himself. He in- 
structed him to close his eyes and not open them until he was told to. 
Nik Andish closed his eyes and Moqantara began to chant a spell. 'The 
urn rose from the roof and flew through the air. And who knows 
when it would arrive and where. 

Twenty days had passed and King Valid and the nobles were dis- 
cussing these matters when Moqantara and Nik Andish descended 
onto the roof of Valid's palace. Moqantara told the vizier to open his 
eyes, and when he did so, he saw the city of Cairo and the roof of the 
King's palace. 

“Why, this is the palace roof,” he exclaimed, amazed. 

“Go down and announce our arrival," Moqantara said. 

Nik Andish peered down and saw King Valid, with King Sarvar 
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and a group of nobles holding a conference. He climbed down and 
bowed before the King. The latter, astounded, exclaimed, "Nik 
Andish! You left through the door and now you arrive from the roof. 
Tell me what in the world is going on!” 

“I have brought back the magician and he is now on the roof,” the 
vizier answered. “You must go and greet him.” 

[The King and the nobles all rushed up to the roo£ to greet the magi- 
cian. Carpets were spread and they set to eating and drinking while the 
vizier told of his adventures in seeking out and bringing back Mo- 
qantara.] 

They were all amazed at Nik Andish’s tale, and the King praised 
him. Moqantara said, “Tomorrow I shall perform an act that will leave 
none of your enemies alive. I shall kill them all, for there is no magic in 
the world more powerful than mine." 

While he was boasting and praising himself, the King told the vizier 
that he would like the wizard to demonstrate his art for their enter- 
tainment. The vizier mentioned this to Moqantara, who replied, “That 
will be simple, if you can stand it.” 

When the King said that he could stand it, the wizard asked for a 
container of water and a handful of dust in order to give his demonstra- 
tion, These were brought and Mogantara said, “I will show you now, 
but beware lest you cannot stand it, and remain absolutely silent so 
that no harm will come to you.” 

Mogantara poured the dirt into the water, mixed them well, chanted 
something, and sprinkled the mixture in the air. Immediately a huge 
black cloud appeared and darkened the world. The wind began to blow 
and rain began to fall, but not on the roof where they stood. It rained 
so hard in the alleys and bazaars that the water began to rise and it 
almost reached the roofs of the houses. The King regretted ever sug- 
gesting any magic but he feared to say a word. King Sarvar and the 
rest of the nobles watched dumbfounded as the water rose over the 
rooftops. The King could bear it no longer and cried out in sorrow 
for the people of the city. He murmured to himself, “Curse Nik Andish 
for ever bringing this magician here, for he has killed everybody in 
the city. We sought this Moqantara in order to rid our country of the 
evil of the Persians, and now all at once he has destroyed everything. 


I? 


A plague on Nik Andish for bringing this gift to us! 
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“He has destroyed part of the world,” Sarvar of Yemen exclaimed, 
"yet the strange thing is that it is not raining on us here. Nik Andish, 
tell him to end it!” 

"Master, enough!” the vizier cried out, “we cannot stand it any 
longer!" 

Mogantara at once broke the water container and closed his mouth; 
the storm disappeared and the sun came out. There was nothing left 
of the rain and no harm had come to anyone. In amazement, they 
descended from the roof and asked some of the people in the street © 
how they had fared during the rain. “We know nothing of this,” they 
answered, “what rain?” 

“I performed this in such.a manner that nobody was harmed,” the 
magician said, “although if I had wanted it, not one would have been 
left alive.” 

The King asked him what he intended to do to the Persians. 
Mogantara replied, “What ever you want me to do. If you want, I will 
kill pias all, but if you would rather that I did something else, just 
tell me." 

“There are three hundred thousand Persians,” Sarvar said, “and they 
have a great deal of treasure with them. It would not be good to kill 
them all for we would be cursed for such cruelty until the Day of 
Resurrection. Besides, there are actually only a few men in that army 
who have given us trouble; if we could remove them, the rest of the job 
would be easy.” 

Mogantara asked how many these were. They reckoned the number 
at sixty, such fighters as Firuz Shah, Farrokh Zid, Behzad, Mozaffar 
Shah, Khorshid Shah, Jamshid Shah, Bahman of the Golden Robe, 
Bahman of the Golden Casque, Qaren the World-Conqueror, Qàren 
the World-Burner, Tahmasb, Tahmur, Qahrama, Iranshah, Siyámak, 
Shahmard of Nahravan, Shirin Savar of Táleqàn, Rostam of Ardestan, 
and others. 

They agreed that Moqantara would capture the Persian heroes one 
by one as they came on to the battlefield the following day. 

[The next day the armies were drawn up for battle and the first 
hero to ride out was Bahman of the Golden Casque. He killed his op- 
ponent, Nasr of Yemen, and was shouting for another.] 

Suddenly between the two armies a wisp of red cloud appeared and a 
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strong wind blew from it. While Bahman was calling out, the red cloud 
. came down to the battlefield right in front of him. When the Persian 
looked into it, he saw a huge figure mounted on a lion with a snake 
for a whip, who shouted at him, “Base-born, you think that they gave 
the world to you to do as you please with it, and that you have no 
rival in it. Tell me your name!” 

Bahman was afraid and answered, “My name is Bahman of the 
Golden Casque, and who are you?” 

“Don’t you know who I am?” the magician answered, “If you were 
to hear my name, you would cringe in terror. I am Mogantara the 
Magician and I have come from the black cave to rid the Egyptians of 
your evil presence.” 

Bahman attacked him with his sword, but Moqantara merely chanted 
something and blew upon him. The Persian’s horse fell and Bahman 
was thrown to the ground. The wizard reached out and picked up 
Bahman. A great cloud of dust arose, and when it settled a moment 
later, Bahman of the Golden Casque, with his arms and armor, had 
completely disappeared. 

[By the end of the day forty Persian heroes had been similarly 
captured. | . 

Farrokh Zad was the first Persian to ride out the next day, and after 
killing seven Egyptians, he vanished. Firuz Shah in his turn was 


©. snatched from his horse by a hand, and he, too, vanished. Behzad 


came forward, and soon a long dragon swallowed him and a number 
of others, and, finally, all sixty of the Persian champions had disap- 
peared and only Mozaffar Shah was left. His fate was to be carried 
off by a huge elephant which appeared from nowhere. The Persian 
army fled in confusion to a nearby mountain. 

[They read the omens and learned that the heroes were all safe, al- 
though kept in a dark place. Darab sent Tareq the ‘Ayyar, disguised as 
a water-carrier, to the Egyptian camp, where he learned the location 
of the magician's cave, and of the magic bead which Nik Andish had 
been given tó subdue the guardian dragon. Unfortunately Helàl recog- 
nized Tareq and captured him. 

The Yemeni spy, Bad Raftar, went to the Persian camp where he, 
too, was captured. But he swore allegiance to the Persians and agreed 
to spy for them, so Darab spared his life. On promising to help free 
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Tareq, he was allowed to return to the Egyptian camp for that pur- 
pose. There he rescued Tareq, and that night the two of them tricked 
Nik Andish into giving them the magic bead, which they took to 
Darab. Bad Raftàr reported to Darab that there was to be a surprise 
attack that night by fifty thousand Arab and Yemeni soldiers, and that 
King Valid would attack the following day with six hundred thousand 
men. ` . 

In two days all the Persian heroes were carried away by Moqantara, 
who then returned to his cave. The Persian fayyars set off after the 
wizard to rescue the prisoners. They found his cave and used the magic 
bead to gain admittance.] 

"Why have you come here to see me?" the wizard asked them, "for 
not even a fierce lion could make his way in here." 

“We are wizards, too," Behruz answered. “We have wandered for a 
long time through India and Kashmir seeking knowledge, and when- 
ever we found a master we visited him. From India we went to Ethi- 
opia and Zanzibar where we saw Zarda the Sorceress. Then we went 
on to the Alborz and visited the wizards there. We traveled through all 
of the Maghreb and even went to Mt. Damavand and saw Zahhak’s 
well. We saw the desert of Babylon and the well of Harut and Marut, 
and we visited all of the world-masters and learned something from 
each of them. We finally came to you because your fame is so great that 
we heard your name from all the other magicians. Please accept us 
and teach us.” | 

[They waited several days with Moqantara, who unthinkingly re- 
vealed that he was keeping the Persian prisoners below his throne. The 
spies drugged the magician and his helpers.] 

Behruz, Áshub (a Persian ‘ayyar), and Bad Raftar saw a closed 
door with a huge lock on it below the throne. From within came the 
sound of people moaning. “Men,” Behruz said, "this lock must have 
a key and we must certainly search Moqantara for it." 

Bad Raftar searched through the wizard's hair and found a key tied 
there. He removed it, and, extremely pleased, gave it to Behruz, who 
opened the door, and inside spied a ladder. Behruz and Ashub climbed 
down the ladder and found themselves at the bottom of a cistern. They 
saw four platforms and bound to them were the sixty Persian heroes. 
When Behruz greeted them he could see that it had been a long time 
since they had eaten, and that they were weak and discouraged. With 
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relief, Firuz Shah recognized the voice of Behruz and said, "Welcome, 
my friend! The Good Lord must have given you the strength to come 
here. Hurry and set us free for we are almost dead from hunger." 

Behruz rushed forward but could see no bonds whatsoever on 
Firuz Shah. “Prince,” he said, “I do not see anything at all on your 
arms or legs. Why don't you get up?" 

"Brother, have you forgotten the story of the island of Khoramiya 
and Zarda the Sorceress, and how we were bound with hairs?" 

Behruz stopped, puzzled, and wondered what remedy there was 
for this magic. He thought to himself that if he showed these men the 
magic bead which he had used to break the dragon's spell, it might 
free them. When he rubbed that bead on one of them, by the power 
of God, he was freed. 

[The Persians climbed quietly out of the cistern and into the wizard's 
court. There they killed all of Moqantara's helpers.] 

Firuz Shah was about to kill Moqantara when Behruz spoke up, 
“Spare him for I want to take him back to the battlefield and hang 
him in front of the Egyptians." 

Behruz took a steel needle out of his bag of equipment and forced 
it into Moqantara's brain, for he had heard that if you push a steel 
needle into a magician's brain he will forget all of his magic. When 
Behruz did this, the pain brought Moqantara back to consciousness. 
He opened his eyes and found himself securely bound, so that however 
hard he tried he could not free himself. 

[They left the cave and traveled for ten days, finally escis the 
Persian camp. Egyptian spies in the Persian camp took the news of 
their escape to Nik Andish. The Egyptians, being eight hundred 
thousand to Darab's three hundred thousand men, decided to attack 
the next day. Both sides drew up in battle formation.] 

On one side of the field were King Valid of Egypt and King Sarvar 
of Yemen; in the center of their line-up with a hundred thousand 
men were Shahs Hires, Shoji, and Asad with the viziers, Nik Andish 
and Teyfur. Sekandar Shah, King of Alexandria, was on the right 
with a hundred thousand men, and Masruq ibn *Ataba with ‘Adnan 
ibn Qeys and the Syrian army on the left. When all the chiefs had pre- 
pared their forces, they unfurled their colorful banners. Sounds of the 
pipes and drums of war and of the brass trumpets and cymbals filled 
the air. The inhabitants of the city had all come to the top of the battle- 
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ments, and the hearts of the warriors were pounding in their breasts. 
*Eyn al-Hayat and Turan Dokht learned of the arrival of Firuz Shah 
and Mozaffar Shah and sent a special eunuch to the top of the walls 
to relay any news of them. 

When both armies were ready, Behruz bowed before King Darab 
and asked permission to execute Moqantara the Magician before the 
army began fighting, for Valid did not believe that the Persians had 
really captured him. “Let it be so,” Darab replied. 

Bad Raftar went to the battlefield and in the center of it firmly fixed 
a large gallows tree. “What will they do? For whom is this gallows 
intended?” asked King Valid. 

While he was speaking, Behruz, dressed in a jacket of gold brocade 
with a colorful silken sash around his waist, two gold handled daggers 
for piercing and decapitating hanging from his belt, and a brocade hat 
on his head, came onto the field along with the *ayyars, Ashub and 
Tareq, Shabrang and Siyavash. The latter were dressed in half-suits of 
fine chain mail, with golden rapiers at their shoulders, and were 
carrying Khárazmian bows on their arms. They were accompanied by 
about five thousand foot soldiers with quivers of poplar arrows. In the 
rear, with hands bound behind, head bare and hair wind-blown, they 
led Moqantara the Magician. When they stopped at the foot of the 
gallows, the wizard lost all hope. Nevertheless he turned to Behruz and 
said, *You clever adventurer! You have done your job now and are 
about to finish me off, but how do you think you will escape from my 
wife, for in return for my life, not one of you will be left alive." 

Behruz ignored this and ordered them to place the rope around his 
neck and draw it up. 

Seeing this, Nik Andish said to the King, "Sir, they are going to 
execute Moqantara. Order the army into the field and maybe they can 
rescue him, for he has been of great aid to us." 

King Valid made a sign, and the first to ride out were Shahs Shoja, 
Hires, and Asad of Yemen with twenty thousand men. The five 
thousand Persian infantrymen stood in their path and brought down 
men and mounts with their arrows. 

Mogantara’s corpse was shot full of arrows before his rescuers could 
reach him. 

[The Egyptians are finally defeated and Cairo is taken. Jamshid 
Shah captures Alexandria with the help of Gol Andam, the Alexan- 
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drian King's daughter. Other Persian forces plan to attack Malatya. In 
Cairo, “Eyn al-Hayàt and Turan Dokht flee the harem and join Firuz 
Shah and Mozaffar Shah. Darab enters the city and commands the 
troops not to loot.] 

“I hear that you have brought ‘Eyn al-Hayat and Turan Dokht,” 
said Darab to Firuz Shah and Mozaffar Shah. 

“Yes, by the good fortune of the King we found them while they 
were riding near the battlefield,” the Prince answered, describing in 
detail how they came to meet the princesses. . 

“I have never seen them,” said Dārāb. “Send someone to fetch 
them. J would like to see if they are worth all our efforts.” 

Firuz Shah sent Behruz to the harem. Bowing before ‘Eyn al-Hayat, 
he said, “King Darab, Firuz Shah, and Mozaffar Shah have com- 
manded ‘Eyn al-Hayat and Turin Dokht to come before the King so 
that he can see them.” 

“We obey,” said the princesses, and those two moon-faced, black- 
haired beauties, that sun and that full moon, one the peace of the heart 
and the other the repose of the soul, arose and appeared like two 
elegant cypresses. They arrayed themselves in colorful robes and draped 
black shawls over their heads. With Sharifa, Asma, Simin and other 
of their maids they proceeded to Darab’s court. 

It was evening and King Darab was making merry. Firuz Shah, 
Mozaffar Shah and Rowshan Rai the Vizier were with Darab when 
Behruz entered and reported that “Eyn al-Hayat had arrived. Darab 
was eager for her to appear for he had heard a great deal about her 
beauty and wanted very much to see her. Sharifa, Asma and Simin 
came in and bowed to Darab. Following them were “Eyn al-Hayat 
and Turin Dokht, like two moons and two suns, two gazelle-eyed ones 
who had been freed from capture. He saw two Venus-brows and two 
moon-faces and two fairy natures, two ropes of musky tresses, two with 
rose cheeks, peacock proud, two cypresses growing in the garden of 
delight, two suns and moons rising from the mystery of eclipses, now 
freed from their destined bonds; two Aphrodites whose splendid 
beauty broke heavenly Venus’s heart from envy; two blooming flowers, 
whose glowing blush sat on their cheeks like the dew on the lily-petal 
at dawn; two houri-figures, two with shell-like ears, two royal queens, 
two sweet-speakers and heart-stealers, two with pomegranate-bosoms. 
With this aspect they entered. King Darab was seated on the royal 
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throne wearing the Kiyanian belt, his forty-pointed crown and jewel- 
encrusted robe, as splendid as Feridun. Like two peacocks of bliss, 
Firuz Shah and Mozaffar Shah sat on either side of the throne, and 
to the sorrow of their enemies and the delight of their friends, with 
laughing lips and glasses of wine, they illuminated and adorned that 
place with their presence. *Eyn al-Hayat and Turan Dokht ceremoni- 
ously kissed the ground, then went forward to kiss the hand of Darab, 
who was spellbound by their beauty. He complimented them on their 
charm and grace, and seating them before himself, he offered them 
some delicacies to eat. Turning to the two princes, he said, “Oh, you 
two who are the light of my eyes, no two princes in the world have 
ever had such sweethearts as these. No two such cypresses have ever 
grown in a garden, no such sun and moon have ever risen in the 
heavens of beauty. You are truly worthy of them.” 

[Darab was charmed by the two girls and began preparations for 
their marriage to the two Persian princes. Before they could marry 
however, Alexandria was invaded and Firuz Shah hastened there to 
repel the enemy, while Mozaffar Shah set out to attack Damascus. ] 

[King Sarvar escaped and fled to Kayseri, seeking the protection of 
Shah Nush there and promising him “Eyn al-Hayat in return. Sarvar 
has sent Helal the ‘Ayyar back to Cairo to bring King Valid and “Eyn 
al-Hayat to him. After carrying off King Valid and hiding him in 
Nik Andish’s palace, Helal turned his attention to “Eyn al-Hayat.] 

After dark Helàl made himself ready and set off, passing through 
streets and squares until he reached the rear of “Eyn al-Hayat's palace. 
Two watches of the night had passed when he climbed up to the roof 
on his rope and crept to the Princess's quarters. 'There was a party in 
progress and sweet-voiced singers were performing. ‘Eyn al-Hayat and 
Turan Dokht were sitting drinking wine and Sharifa and Janana were 
waiting in attendance. Helal sat, watching and listening at his vantage 
point above their heads. 

“This cup of wine I shall drink to the Prince of Persia, Firuz Shah,” 
said *Eyn al-Hayat. “May we see him soon!” 

“And I shall drink this cup to Mozaffar Shah,” sighed Turin Dokht. 

“Turan Dokht,” said “Eyn al-Hayát, “I have no idea who rescued 
your father from prison." 

“I was just wondering about that,” said the other. 

“T have a strange feeling that maybe that miserable Helal has come,” 
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said “Eyn ‘al-Hayat. “Since there are no spies in the army now, it is 
that wretch’s opportunity, and I would not put it past Nik Andish. 
‘Tomorrow I will force him to tell me the truth.” 

Helal heard all these words with his own ears. “See how these 
beauties have turned against their own fathers out of love for the 
Persians,” he said to himself. “They have given their hearts to the 
Persians and how they curse me! There is nothing to fear though. I 
will carry out my plan and tomorrow, before the sun is up, we will be 
gone from the city.” 

He sat and watched until the wine had had its effect and the merry- 
makers dispersed. “Eyn al-Hayat fell asleep on her bed and Turan 
Dokht departed for her own quarters. Sharifa and Asma went out and 
let down the curtain. Helal waited a while longer until the servants 
had settled down, then that unprincipled scoundrel let himself down 
with his rope and crept up to “Eyn al-Hayat. The Queen of Beauty’s 
silvery body was resting on her brocade bed like a bouquet of roses 
resting on a cushion. Her musky tresses spread over her pillow like a 
fresh perfume and her arrow-like lashes in the bow of her brow were 
aimed at the hearts of pining lovers. The ball of her chin was like a 
silver apple hanging from a corner of the moon and two pomegranate 
breasts grew in the orchard of her bosom. Her jujube lips surrounded 
the sweet spring of her mouth. Even though Helal had seen “Eyn al- 
Hayat many times and had even carried her on his shoulders when she 
was a child, he said to himself, “This beauty is a disaster to the soul 
and as upsetting as the end of time. King Sarvar wants to hand over 
this girl in the hope that the Byzantine Emperor will help him 
in his war with the Persians. If this weren’t the case, I would surely 
cut this girl’s head off and rid the world of her misfortune. Many 
thousands of heads have been broken over her and many more will 
be.” 

He held some sleeping powder under her nose and drugged her, 
then tied her up. Taking her over to where his lasso was hanging, he 
tied her to it, then climbed up himself and pulled her up after him. He 
threw her over his shoulder and took her to the edge of the roof, where 
he let her down with his rope, then slid down himself. There was still 
some of the night left when he reached the door of Nik Andish’s 
palace. The vizier was waiting for him when he brought in the 
Princess. 
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“Oh! King of the spies of the world, what have you done?” asked 
Nik Andish. | 

“I have taken tonight that which Firuz Shah obtained only after a 
long time and great difficulty. However it is not wise for us to stay in 
the city, for as soon as they find out about this, it will be very difficult 
for us to leave. We must go at once." 

“My camels are ready,” said Nik Andish, “and they have not eaten 
anything for three days." 

“Good,” said Helal, and he went over to King Valid. 

“Did you bring *Eyn al-Hayat?" asked Valid. 

“By Your Grace I did, and here is a sweetmeat from her party,” 
answered Helal, as he gave the King a small piece. 

Valid ate it and fell unconscious, for there was sleeping powder in 
it. 

“Why did you do that?” asked Nik Andish. 

“Tt is better this way, so let it stand,” answered Helal. 

Helal ordered that two sacks be brought, and in one he put King 
Valid and in the other, *Eyn al-Hayat, but not so as to suffocate them. 
They brought up the hungry camels, and loaded the two sacks on one 
and some provisions on the other, for they had made extensive prepara- 
tions. Helal had disguised himself as a camel driver, which was safe to 
do for he knew that there were no Persian spies in the area. He waited 
until they opened the city gate, then removed the bridles from the 
camels and let them go, running along behind them. 

“Vizier,” he said, “I am going to that caravanserai. You be sure to 
come quickly so we can start as soon as possible, for we have a long 
road ahead of us." 

It was just dawn when they opened the gate of Cairo. The two 
camels had reached the extremity of hunger, and Nik Andish had 
trained them by always giving them their fodder at a certain caravan- 
serai. They were very swift camels, and they could run faster than the 
morning breeze. Like an arrow from a bow, like two birds in flight, 
they leapt through the gate and disappeared at once in the distance. 
The gatekeepers were amazed that they were so speedy, and wondered 
where they had gone, for only their dust was to be seen now. Helàl, 
looking like a camel driver ready to go to work, nimbly ran up and 
asked, “Ho, friends, have you seen two camels of this description, for 
they have gotten away from me?" 
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“Yes, and they were really fast. There is their dust now. Run and 
maybe you can catch them. I am surprised at their speed, for not even 
a bird could keep up with them." 

“By the good fortune of King Darab I will catch them now,” said 
Helal, and he ran through the gate and sped off. The gatekeepers were 
astounded at Helal's speed, too, for there was no one in the Arab lands 
as fleet of foot as he. 

After a time, Nik Andish mounted and rode out a different gate as 
if he were going to wait upon King Darab. 

When the camels reached the door of the caravanserai, they went 
right inside. Nik Andish's servants were present, for he had kept them 
there for just such a day. As soon as they saw the camels, they crowded 
around them and made them kneel down. Then Helàl arrived and 
said, “Take it slowly, men, for King Valid is in that sack!” 

Hell took down the sacks and brought out King Valid and “Eyn 
al-Hayat, both still unconscious. 

[Helal and his party headed for Malatya but Seyf al-Dowla, King of 
Malatya, captured Valid, “Eyn al-Hayat and Nik Andish, while Helal 
continued on to Kayseri. 'The Persians captured Aleppo and moved on 
to besiege Damascus. Firuz Shah has settled matters in Alexandria, 
and he and Darab have left Egypt with the remainder of the Persian 
army in a march toward Damascus. Behzad, one of the Persian 
heroes besieging Damascus, enters Damascus alone to try to negotiate 
a peace. The enemy has promised him safe conduct, but they prove 
treacherous.] 

In the city of Damascus there was a young man named Javandust 
who lived by the code of javaénmardi. He was a famous and well-to-do 
man and many young men of the city were his friends. Many of the 
javanmards of Damascus were at his service. He was a butcher by trade 
and his shop was in the heart of the market. When the hero, Behzad, 
entered Damascus, Javandust was seated at his shop with some of his 
friends. Behzad was splendidly outfitted with a red cloak and an 
Egyptian sword which hung from a ruby-studded belt. His steel 
shield was slung across his shoulders and he wore steel boots and a 
helmet with sixteen sides. On his moon-like face the sweat lay like the 
dew on a rose at dawn. He came forth like a mountain of iron, and 
many of the citizens were running along at his stirrup. The lieutenants 
of King Masruq ibn *Ataba, the King of Damascus, followed along 
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behind. When Javandust caught sight of Behzad's stature and bearing, 
he jumped up from his seat and bowed to the hero. Behzad noticed 
him as a ruddy, well-spoken youth who bore all the marks of the 
javanmard, and he was glad to see him. Behzad saluted him and 
passed along to the door of Masruq’s palace. 

Javàndust went home followed by a group of his friends. When 
they had settled down, Javandust said, “Friends, I know that King 
Masruq has brought this young man into the city under false pretenses. 
This hero has come here fearlessly, alone except for an ‘ayyar, because 
he is so brave and honest. Capturing him will not be easy, so they 
have tricked him. We are the javanmards of the city and we live by 
our code of decency and generosity, and if we put up with this decep- 
tion we will have betrayed our ideals." 

“Yes,” said another, “I know that three hundred well armed slaves 
are waiting in ambush to capture him if they are able, otherwise, they 
will kill him." ; 

"[ am ready to lay down my life for this young stranger," said 
Javandust. "What do you say?” 

They all agreed. 

“Since we are agreed, let us go into that room, arm ourselves, and all 
go to Masruq's palace to see what they will do with him. If they trick 
him, we will intervene and support him in a way that will be talked 
about for a long time. If we help this javinmard, we will be doing our 
moral duty and we will be in a good position because the Persians will 
surely take this city. After taking Cairo, what is Damascus?" 

Javandust opened the door to a special room and those javanmards, 
forty of them, all went in. There were swords, battle axes, shields, 
armor, mail, and whatever else would be used in battle. They armed 
themselves fully and set out for Masruq's palace. When the citizens 
saw Javandust armed they thought that the King had ordered it. Javan- 
dust had numerous friends in the city, and many of them armed 
themselves and accompanied him to the palace. By the time he reached 
the door, he had almost five hundred men with him. 

[Behzad entered the court, and Masruq and Nasr ibn “Adl, the 
fugitive King of Aleppo, were frightened by his appearance. As envoy 
for Mozaffar Shah, Behzad spoke his purpose:] 

*Mozaffar Shah is waiting for me, so let's be quick about it. First, 
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you swear that you will no longer oppose the Persians, and that you 
will consider yourself one of the servants of King Darab, Firuz Shah, 
and Mozaffar Shah. Then I shall swear that you will receive no injury 
from the Persian army. Before we take our oaths, however, you must 
release Bahman of the Golden Robe and Bahman of the Golden 
Casque, for it is entirely wrong that I be in Damascus with Persian 
heroes in prison here." 

Having said this, Behzad looked all around and sized up his position 
very carefully. 

“King,” said Nasr ibn *Adl, softly, “it will be extremely difficult to 
capture this young Persian by force.” 

“Then it would be better to drug him,” said Masruq, and Nasr 
agreed. 

King Masruq sent for a confidential servant and said to him, “Go 
to my daughter, Golbui, and tell her to go to the storeroom and bring 
a mesqal of a sleeping drug. She should mix it with some food and 
give it to Behzad to eat so that he will fall unconscious and be easy to 
capture.” 

The servant went to Golbui and told her what the King had said. 
“Go to the kitchen,” she ordered, “and I will bring the sleeping drug 
there.” 

The servant went away, but Golbui remained. She was very dis- 
tressed because she had a secret in her heart which she had told to no- 
body. For some time her mind had been obsessed with this idea and 
now day and night the vision was before her eyes. Golbui was in love 
with Bahman of the Golden Robe and her thoughts were constantly 
occupied with “when will he escape?" and “how can we meet?" She 
had not told her secret to anyone because she had no confidential 
friend to tell it to. 

Golbui was hoping that they would bring Behzad into the city in 
order to make peace and set Bahman free. In that event she would 
have found a way to send someone to Bahman and inform him of her 
love. Now that she knew that they were plotting to capture Behzad, 
she was desperate. “What should I do now?” she asked herself. “If 
they seize Behzad, then surely the enmity between my father and the 
Persians will be strengthened. Maybe as a result of that Bahman will 
be killed and I will die of love for him. I will have to arrange it so 


95 


LOVE AND WAR 


that Behzad will not be taken. In that case maybe he will capture the 
city, for he is a great hero." 

She pondered this for a while and eventually came up with a plan 
whereby she would be able to warn Behzad not to eat the food because 
it was drugged. 

'The Princess successfully performed her trick, for it was in the 
interest of her love for Bahman that Behzad not be captured. In the 
bowl of a spoon she wrote, “Behzad! Do not eat this food, because it 
is drugged,” and laid the spoon beside the vessel of food. 

“Now I have done all I can do,” she said to herself. “I shall await 
God's pleasure." 

She took some of the sleeping drug and went to the kitchen where 
all the food was laid out awaiting the Princess. After clearing the 
kitchen, she mixed the drug with the food which was to be set before 
Behzad. She placed the special spoon by the food and informed King 
Masruq that the food was ready. 

“Let us sample this delicacy first, then we will make the treaty and 
swear our oaths," said King Masruq. 

Behzàd was seated, awaiting the royal repast when the servants 
entered and spread out the meal. They set before Behzad a golden 
tray containing several golden vessels, on a golden tripod. 

“Good appetite, Hero!” said Nasr ibn *Adl. “Take some food, and 
when we have finished eating we will get down to our other business.” 

All the nobles at once began to eat, and Behzad began as well. He 
reached first for his spoon, and when he looked at it, he noticed 
written on its bowl, *Behzàd! Do not eat this food, because it is 
drugged." He laid the spoon down beside the food and refrained from 
taking anything. Masruq was watching him and said to King Nasr ibn 
‘Adl, "King, look at Behzad; he is not eating.” 

“I wonder why not? What is there in the food that would make him 
not want to eat it?” 

“Ask him." 

“This isn't my business. You ask him.” 

Nasr ibn *Adl had no choice, however, so he said, “Hero, Behzad, 
King Masruq asks why you will not eat his modest offering? Eat, and 
afterwards we will have our negotiations." 

"It is not fitting to eat food not honestly offered,” replied the Persian. 
“It was your duty first to seat me here so that we could eat some food 
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together, but you had a trick up your sleeve and wanted to drug me. It 
was for that reason that you seated me apart and put the sleeping drug 
in my food. You would have had me eat it, then capture me." 

Everyone there stopped eating. “He has exposed our trick," said 
Nasr ibn *Adl. “How did he know? Three hundred men are waiting 
concealed; turn your crown around on your head as a signal so that 
they will come out and hack him to pieces! There is not one too many 
of them!" 

King Masruq reversed his crown; the doors opened on all sides and 
cloaked servants entered. Behzad, realizing that the time for action 
had come, jumped up from his place, strode through the dishes and 
trays arrayed there and stopped before the throne. Carrying his heavy 
club on his shoulder, he cried out, “All right you base-born deceivers, 
you infidel dogs, you cursed, lying tricksters! Did you think you could 
capture me by deceit?” 

On his way to the throne he had killed several men, and now that he 
was near the King, he wanted to bring his mighty club down on 
Masruq's head. "Hurry, men, and do away with this Persian!" the 
King shouted, but Behzad came on like a raging lion. ‘Adnan ibn Qeys 
was closer to Behzad than the King, so Behzad roared, "First this 
wretch!" and scattered his brains with his club. 

“Adnan did not even have time to sigh; he just rolled over and lay 
still. A great moan was heard when the King and his courtiers saw 
‘Adnan killed, and King Masruq and Nasr ibn ‘Adl threw themselves 
over the back of the throne. Behzad raised his club again, and as he 
was being surrounded by the officers and slaves of the court, the two 
kings fled to the roof. 

Tareq, Behzad’s *ayyar, was outside the palace holding the reins of 
Behzad’s horse. He realized that a commotion was in progress so he 
drew his dagger. Javandust and his followers were on the scene. When 
the butcher heard that Behzad had killed *Adnàn ibn Qeys and was 
still fighting, he called to his men, “You protect his ‘ayyar while I rush 
into the palace and rescue that young fellow from them." 

As he was saying this, Masruq was shouting from the roof, “You, 
javànmards, anyone who brings me this Persian's head can have any- 
thing he wants." 

Javandust drew his sword and charged into the palace. Everyone in 
the city knew him and thought that he was going in to fight Behzad. 
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When he reached the throne, there lay ‘Adnan and twenty lieutenants 
whom Behzad had killed. Several officers had surrounded Behzad. At 
this moment Javandust arrived and shouted, “You treacherous bastards, 
what do you want of this young stranger?” 

He then killed several of those who had surrounded Behzad. Behzad 
was relieved when he recognized Javandust as the one he had saluted 
in the market. He knew that the butcher had come to support him. 
He bowed to Behzad and said, “Friend, all of the javanmards of the 
city are armed and waiting for you, and they are guarding your horse. 
Come out of here and ride to the field so that we can fight outside. 
Maybe you can get away from this city.” 

Behzàd thanked him and seized his heavy club. Javandust and five 
of his men opened a path with their swords, and the two made it to the 
outside. Other javanmards were fighting at the gate and kept Tareq 
from harm. Tareq himself had dispatched several attackers. 

[Behzad fought until nightfall when he was cleverly rescued by 
Golbui, because of her love for the Persian hero, Bahman of the 
Golden Robe.] 

[The storytellers relate that Darab and Firuz Shah captured Damas- 
cus and rescued Bahman of the Golden Robe and Golbui, who had 
been caught in the fray. They also take Antioch.] 

When they conquered Antioch, the Persians took their booty and 
all the treasure of the city and set out for Malatya. They had gone 
three stages when they reached a beautiful meadow with good water, 
the perfume of flowers, and the songs of birds. 

“Let’s rest here for three days,” said Bahman of the Golden Robe. 
“We will drink wine and enjoy ourselves.” 

They set up the tents and pavilions and began to relax. Golbui was 
enjoying herself with some of her ladies-in-waiting, and at sunset they 
all left their tents to stroll about the meadow. The heavens decreed and 
God ordained that in that meadow there should be a very deep pit with 
a wide mouth. When Golbui came to the edge of that pit, she idly 
threw a stone in to see how deep it was. Suddenly and very rapidly a 
cloud of black smoke arose from the pit, a hand appeared amidst the 
smoke, seized Golbui, dragged her in, and the smoke disappeared into 
the sky. Golbui had vanished. Her maids began wailing and ran to tell 
Bahman of the Golden Robe what had happened. The hero groaned 
and tore his clothes, and set the whole army to searching the meadow, 


98 


LOVE AND WAR 


but to no avail They stayed for another week, but the more they 
searched, the less they found. 

When they had given up hope of finding Golbui, Bahman of the 
Golden Robe said, “This bears all the signs of a div’s act. What can one 
do against a div? How docs one search for one?" 

“Alas, for Golbui," said Bahman of the Golden Robe. “She strove 
and suffered for me and never realized her hopes." 

Hopelessly they left the meadow and traveled to the vicinity of 
Malatya, the hero continuously weeping and lamenting. 

[They joined Darab and his army near Malatya and told him of this 
strange happening. The Persians soon occupied Malatya, which was 
friendly to them.] 

“Teytus,” said Darab, “look into the horoscope of this girl and tell 
us what is in her future." 

Teytus made his observations and thought a while. “Long live the 
King,” he said. “Golbui is alive but in bonds in the hands of a div. 
Eventually, she will fall into the hands of a hero, but not by his own 
doing. Rather it will be through one not yet born of his mother. That 
person will be the Lord of East and West and will be the hero of all 
time." 

"From which family will this hero come who will rescue Golbui 
from the div?" 

*He will be a Prince of Persia, born of a famous father and mother. 
I would not be surprised if he were the son of Firuz Shah and “Eyn 
al-Hayat." 

“I have not even caught up with ‘Eyn al-Hayat yet,” laughed Firuz 
Shah, "and you are talking about my son." 

"Yes," replied the vizier, "and it will happen soon." 

* * S 

The Princess Turan Dokht was residing in the palace of Seyf al- 
Dowla, King of Malatya. It was a large palace and one day Turan 
Dokht was walking on the roof with some of her maids, looking out 
over the mountains and plains. It was the will of God and the decree of 
fate that from a mountain top to the east a black cloud appear and 
from it a strong wind spring up. 

“Come, let’s go down,” said Turan Dokht. “What a strong wind this 
is!” 

She started down but had not gone ten steps when that black cloud 
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enveloped the palace, a hand came forth from it, and snatched her 
away. — 

“Help!” she cried, “I am being carried away!” 

While she was saying this, the cloud disappeared taking Turan 
Dokht with it. The other girls fled, and servants ran to inform the 
King. Darab was on the throne, and Firuz Shah, Farrokh Zad, Behzad 
and the other pillars of the kingdom were present, making plans for 
war, when the servants ran in tearing their clothes and wailing that 
Turin Dokht had been kidnapped. Mozaffar Shah groaned as they 
described what had happened. 

“What is going on?” asked Darab. “What hand is it that comes out 
of a cloud? Go search for her!” 

Generals and soldiers searched the surrounding plains and deserts 
but no trace of her was to be found. They reported their failure to 
Darab, and Mozaffar Shah wept and cried, for he loved Turan Dokht 
very much. 3 

That night there was an uproar among the troops over what had 
happened. Mozaffar Shah was upset and called his fayyar, Ashub. 
"Let's go to the vizier and ask him to look at Turan Dokht’s horo- 
scope. I want him to ask the stars how she is and whether we will see 
her again or not." 

A servant led the way with a candle to Teytus’ tent. Their arrival 
was announced, and the vizier knew why they had come. He greeted 
them and brought them into his tent. When they were seated, Mozaf- - 
far Shah said, “Wise one, you know how much I love Turin Dokht. 
Now this tragedy has happened and she has disappeared. Please ask 
the stars in the heavens how she is and if she will come back to the 
world for us to see. Is she alive or not?" 

Teytus made his observations carefully and told Mozaffar Shah what 
he had learned. "Prince, she is alive, but in bonds in the best place on 
earth. She is very far away however. You will be reunited with her but 
only if you seek her out yourself. Whoever seeks her will suffer many 
difficulties. The one who searches for her will have a servant who is 
famous throughout the world, and this servant shall accomplish the 
task for him." 

“If one were to set out to find Turin Dokht, which way should he 
go?” asked Mozaffar Shah. 
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“This way,” said Teytus with a gesture. 
“How long will it take to go there and return?” 

“Less than a year.” 

Mozaffar Shah returned to his tent and wept for Turan Dokht. 
Toward midnight when the tent was empty of everyone save Ashub, 
the Prince said to his ‘ayyar: 

“Ashub, I want to talk with you. I am very indebted to Turan 
Dokht, and I love her very much. Since she is alive, there is nothing 
to do but go in search of her. I do not want to burden others with my 
suffering, and I would like to set out tonight to try to find her. Will 
you come with me or not?” 

“Of course, I will go with you.” 

“Good. Go to your tent then, and make ready, for we will leave 
tonight.” 

Ashub fetched what he needed from his tent, returned to Mozaffar 
Shah, and the two of them departed together. Mozaffar Shah had an 
exceptional horse which could cover twenty farsangs in a day and he 
had his servants saddle it for him. | 

“We will come with you,” they said to him. 

“No, for I am going to search this area for Turan Dokht. If they call 
for me tomorrow, tell them that I went of my own accord to find her, 
and I took nobody with me." 

Weeping, he continued, *Companions, wish me well, for I will try 
to find my sweetheart. If I find her, good, and if not, I will die in the 
attempt. I wish I knew where she is, or where they have hidden her. 
'They say that this is the work of a div, but what do I know about 
where the divs are or what to do with them once I find them. Help 
me now, for nobody in the world has ever had the task that I have 
now. This has been decreed for me by the fates.” | 

Still weeping he rode his horse off to the plains in search of his 
beloved leaving behind his friends and relatives. The next day they 
searched for Mozaffar Shih to no avail. 

[Firuz Shah pines for “Eyn al-Hayat who has been carried off to 
Izmir by the Byzantines, and he persuades the ‘ayyars to help him 
find her. Behruz, Tareq, Siyavash, and Bad Raftar leave for Kayseri, 
then Izmir, to rescue ‘Eyn al-Hayat. The Persians take Malatya.] 

Darab assembles his nobles to address them. “Servants of God Most 
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High, know that God Most High is the Protector and Keeper of all 
those He has created. He has created everything and all benefits to 
His creatures flow from Him. It is incumbent upon everybody to wor- 
ship his creator and thank Him for the benefit which He has bestowed. 
Everybody must submit to His command, for unquestionably what- 
ever is to be will be, and there is none weaker than the creature at the 
court of God. If this creature seeks something by himself he will not 
find it, but if he seeks it from God, he surely will find it. Likewise, 
nothing is stronger and more powerful over creatures than the Creator. 
If a slave wants to be admitted to the presence of God, he must per- 
form good actions which are worthy of God. If he wants to be honored 
by God, he will honor his friends and be compassionate with his 
enemies so that he will have an honorable position before both groups. 

“If he wants to have stature in the King's eyes, he must achieve this 
through his bravery and boldness. The people have an obligation to 
their King and the King has an obligation to his people. The King's 
obligation to his army is to feed them, not withhold treasure from 
them, forgive them when they do wrong and postpone or suspend 
punishing them. The army's obligation to the King is that it be 
obedient to him, fight his enemies, advise him, carry out his com- 
mands, and preserve his reign. 

“The obligation of the people to their King is to praise him and 
curse his enemies, and mention him in their prayers to God. The 
King's obligation to his people is to protect them from foreign armies, 
raise his sword in their defense, tax them lightly, especially in years of 
bad crops, love them and rid them of oppression and tyranny, and 
discourage bad habits among them. As long as he behaves in this 
fashion, God will increase his kingdom. It is as if a King had a flock 
of sheep and entrusted it to several shepherds to watch over it for him. 
The wise shepherd is he who protects the King's property, takes care of 
his flocks, remains awake and alert to guard the King's sheep from 
wolves and thieves, and finds good pastures and running water for 
them so that they become fat and increase in number. On the other 
hand, the poor shepherd is negligent and sleeps night and day. The 
sheep are hungry, wolves attack and carry off the weaker ones, and 
thieves take others. 

“While hunting, the King comes upon these two shepherds and sees 
the condition of his sheep. He praises and rewards the shepherd who 
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has fattened his sheep, and punishes the other shepherd. He takes the 
sheep from him and gives them to the good shepherd. Thus the people 
are like the sheep and kings are the shepherds and their king is God. 
Whatsoever king has compassion on his people will be rewarded by 
finding paradise, and his stature in both worlds will increase. And 
whatsoever king oppresses God's creatures will experience decline in 
this world and the next and his name will be cursed forever. I, King 
Darab, have never oppressed anybody and I shall never do so. You, 
avoid oppression, act justly, and behave in such a way as to gain a good 
reputation in this world and the other." 

[The brothers, Farrokh Zid and Behzad, have quarreled and disap- 
peared. The ‘ayyars have rescued ‘Eyn al-Hayat, Seyf al-Dowla and 
others from the Izmir prison, and on the way back to Iran, they are 
about to be captured in a forest by Helal and his troops.] 

Things were going badly for the ‘ayyars and their party because of 
Hell's attack, when, like a bolt from the blue, a rider appeared from 
the forest. He rode a horse that looked like a steel mountain, and the 
warrior himself was completely swathed in armor and carried a glitter- 
ing sword. He shouted at the group and laid about with the sword, 
killing several at once. As most of the rest fled, he rode up to *Eyn al- 
Hayat and said, “Queen, step up on my stirrup and I will take you 
away from this horrible scene." 

. Having seen him kill several of the enemy, “Eyn al-Hayat knew 
that the rider was a friend, but she did not ask who he was or where 
he would take her. She got up behind him and the rider said, ^Hold 
me tightly around the waist because I am going to make the horse 
gallop." 

She put her arms firmly around his waist. The rider raised his 
shield, drew his sword, and attacked again, kiling more. Helàl was 
not there, having gone ahead to try to catch the ‘ayyars. The enemy 
fought back but it was no use. That hero killed twenty of the un- 
believers and rode off into the woods. Nobody dared follow him, and 
anyway, what horse could have caught up with him? Suddenly a 
runner appeared and ran ahead of the rider. The rider followed the 
runner and disappeared into the wood. 

[Behruz and Tareq escape Helal and go to Darab and Firuz Shah 
in Malatya to report on these events.] 

“Vizier,” said Firuz Shah to Teytus, “observe the stars for me and 
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find out how “Eyn al-Hayat is. Will I see her again in this lifetime or 
not?” 

Teytus raised his golden astrolabe to the sun, took the azimuth, 
and observed her horoscope. 

“I have calculated it carefully," he answered, “and “Eyn al-Hayat is 
in a safe and pleasant place, with other women. You and she will meet 
soon, but you will lose her and then find her again. You needn’t worry 
about her though, for she will be safe.” 

Spies arrived and reported that the Caesar of Rum was preparing 
for war and bringing together his army. Darab ordered them to pre- 
pare the city of Malatya for battle. 

* * # 

We will now return to the story of *Eyn al-Hayat, seated behind that 
mysterious rider. Who was he and where was he taking her? Whoever 
he was, he followed the runner who went ahead through a forest that 
a snake could scarcely penetrate. His horse turned and twisted count- 
less times through the trees until it finally reached a beautiful valley 
with grass, trees and water all about. As “Eyn al-Hayat was staring in 
wonder, night was falling, but the rider pressed on nevertheless. They 
crossed a river several times. It was completely dark when, at last, they 
reached a great stone castle surrounded by high walls and a gate with 
a huge lock on the main door. At the gate the rider took out a large 
key which he gave to the runner to open the door; he rode into the 
castle and they closed the door behind him. He rode on to one of the 
halls in the middle of the castle where he and *Eyn al-Hayat dis- 
mounted. The rider strode into the castle and the runner took ‘Eyn 
al-Hayat to a beautiful room of her own. 

*Relax and be comfortable here," he told her. ^You have been saved 
from a very tight spot.” 

‘Eyn al-Hayat sat down and looked around. Maids and attendants 
came in and surrounded her, gazing at her admiringly. As they were 
exclaiming to themselves, the runner entered and shouted at them to 
leave because the Queen was coming. A moment later the curtain 
parted and a girl like a slender cypress, her face as beautiful as the 
full moon and her body as white as silver, came in, gazed at the beauty 
of *Eyn al-Hayat, and seated herself beside her. "Who are you, and 
why have you come here?" she asked. 
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“I was a nobleman's slave,” answered *Eyn al-Hayat. “We were go- 
ing along a road when the Persian ‘ayyars killed Shah Nush, the 
Caesar's son. Some of his servants found us and robbed us. We were 
just wandering around at a loss when another band found us and took 
us into custody saying that we had killed Shah Nush. They took us 
to Kayseri and locked us up in a fortress. But we bit through our ropes 
and escaped through a window. As we were fleeing through the forest, 
we were surrounded and were about to be captured when a great rider 
appeared out of the woods. He put me up on his horse behind him 
and brought me here, and now I am at your service." 

*Of course none of this is true," said the girl laughing, "because I 
recognize you and you are no slave." 

“If I am not a slave, then who am I?" 

"You are that girl for whose love and beauty several kings and 
princes are delirious, and for whom Shah Nush was killed. You are the 
one for whom Darab’s son, Firuz Shah, has been fighting. You are 
“Eyn al-Hayat, the queen of beauty.” 

“Who is *Eyn al-Hayat? I do not know her and have never heard 
of her. My master bought me for one thousand dinars. How could I 
be like *Eyn al-Hayat?” | 

“Tell us who this girl is, Saghir," she said laughingly to the runner. 

“This is ‘Eyn al-Hayat, Mistress, daughter of King Sarvar of Yemen. 
The Persian fayyars disguised her so nobody would recognize her. If 
she won't own up, bring some warm water and wash her off. Then 
you will see." 

“You tell me then,” said “Eyn al-Hayat in amazement, “whose castle 
this is, who it was who brought me here and who you are.” . 

“The castle is mine,” answered the girl, “and I am the one who 

rescued you from disaster and brought you here. There are no males at 
all in this castle except for this boy who has not yet reached puberty. 
I brought you here out of love and friendliness. You can relax, for I 
will keep you here until I can bring Firuz Shah and reunite you. There 
is something I want from you, however, and I expect you to fulfill 
this wish.” . 

“What is it?” asked *Eyn al-Hayat. 

“I won’t say just now, but I want you to swear an oath that when 
I do tell you what it is I want, you will fulfill it." 
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“I will swear it,” said ‘Eyn al-Hayat. “I will do the best I can." 

“Swear it, then,” said the girl. 

“I swear by the Creator and the truth and the light and fire and 
the lord of the sun and moon that I will fulfill your wish if it is pos- 
sible." 

The girl embraced and kissed “Eyn al-Hayat for joy. She then 
ordered them to bring a golden basin and warm water in a silver flask. 
She stripped off “Eyn al-Hayat’s clothes, seated her in the golden basin 
and washed her with her own hands. When ‘Eyn al-Hayat was clean, 
the girl ordered them to sprinkle musk and rose water over her. They 
dried her with a towel and dressed her in a royal robe studded with 
pearls and jewels. 'They braided jewels into her dark hair, adorned her 
with necklaces, bracelets, earrings and anklets, and made her into the 
beauty of the age. 

When the dressing was completed, the girl ordered the servants to 
prepare a party. 'They brought cups and dishes and flasks all of ruby 
and fit for a king. ‘Eyn al-Hayat had never seen such splendid things 
before and marvelled at the sumptuousness of it all. “No king in either 
the East or the West has such beautiful vessels," she said to herself. 

The girl raised a cup to her lips and drank first, then passed it to 
*Eyn al-Hayat saying, “Drink this to Firuz Shah! Let's hope that I can 
bring him here in a few days." 

*Eyn al-Hayat took the cup but did not drink. 

“Why don't you drink and forget your worries?" asked the girl. 

*You were kind enough to rescue me from disaster and bring me 
to this noble place. You treated me very well and made me swear an 
oath. But how can I sit here in peace and drink wine with you when 
you won't reveal your own secrets. Tell me who you are and what 
you are doing in this castle in the forest, and what it is that you want 
from me. Since you know all about me, you must tell me about your- 
self.” 

“Queen of Beauty, I can not tell you anything about myself just now, 
for this is not the proper time. I swear that I have no evil intentions or 
enmity toward you. There is no male here other than that boy. I live 
here with my maids and servants. Although I am a woman like you, 
God made me so brave and warlike that I carry a four hundred pound 
club and can defeat a thousand men in a battle. I have a vast treasure in 
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this castle. I am going to keep you here until I can bring Firuz Shah, 
and then I will tell you what I want from you. You must relax now 
for we will live and eat together here. My name is Jahan Afruz. 

[The Caesar of Rum and Darab exchange letters and the result is 
battle. A mysterious horseman kills several soldiers of Rum and cap- 
tures several Persians. Firuz Shah takes the field.] 

Since Tamartash (an enemy warrior) knew that Behzad and Far- 
rokh Zad were not with the Persians, he thought that there was nobody 
in their army who could stand up to him. He had not seen Firuz Shah 
fight however. When he reached the middle of the field, he shouted out, 
“I am Tamartash, brother of Teymurtash, and I am here to avenge my 
brother.” 

Firuz Shah rode out on his Arabian bay, dressed from head to toe 
in jewel-studded armor. 

“You scoundrel,” he shouted at Tamartash, “did you think that there 
is nobody in the Persian army who could answer you? Here I am to 
show you. I am Firuz Shah, son of Darab, son of Bahman, son of 
Esfandiyar.” 

“This is good news," said Tamartaish smiling. “I will finish you 
off with my club right now.” 

He attacked, but Firuz Shah held up his shield and took the blow 
easily, although he was the only one in the Persian army who could 
have done so. Tamartash was impressed, and struck again harder. 
Firuz Shah took this blow as easily as the first. 

As they were fighting, the mysterious rider appeared again and stood 
on top of a hill watching the combat and admiring the ability of Firuz 
Shah to take such blows with no injury to himself or his horse. 

“Now it’s my turn,” said Firuz Shah. “Take this!” 

As Tamartash raised his shield, Firuz Shah struck it so hard that the 
enemy’s whole body trembled and broke out in sweat. His horse’s belly 
was forced almost to the ground, and it urinated blood instead of water. 
Tamartish, thoroughly dazed, said to himself, “If he hits me again that 
hard he will surely kill me.” . 

Then he called out to the Persian Prince, “World Champion, Rostam 
of the Age, you took my three blows well and gave me a manly one 
in return. I did not know that you were going to take the field and 
I did not choose a horse that could stand the pace. Give me a few 
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minutes to fetch a horse than can take it and I will return to fight you." 

“Go ahead,” said Firuz Shah. “I will give you a break so that you will 
know that I am generous. I know that you want this break because 
you can't take it, though." 

Tamartash left the field to find a sturdier horse, and when the rider 
on top of the hill saw the empty arena, he rode down to Firuz Shah 
and stood before him. 

“Who are you?” shouted Firuz Shah. “Don’t you have any friends 
or enemies? You kill men from the Caesar’s army and carry off men 
from mine. Won’t you say who you are?” 

“Whoever I may be, I am no enemy of yours,” replied the rider. “I 
carried off your comrades but I have not harmed them.” 

“Tell me your name and where you come from,” demanded Firuz 
Shah. 

“I can't tell you these things here, but if you really want to know 
who I am and where I am from, follow me into these woods to my 
place. There I will tell you my name.” 

“How could I follow you when I don’t know anything about you?” 

“If you come with me, I will give you news of “Eyn al-Hayat." 

This made Firuz Shah more interested and he decided to follow the 
rider, who set off into the woods. They both disappeared over the top 
of the hill. 

“Why did Firuz Shah go off with that rider?" Darab asked Teytus. 

“There is nothing to fear,” answered the vizier. “If he had known 
he was an enemy, he would never have gone.” 

Firuz Shah and the rider plunged deeper into the forest. Soon a boy 
appeared who ran ahead of them as a guide, and they continued for the 
rest of the day. Eventually they reached the beautiful valley and the 
Prince was charmed by the trees and soft grasses. After proceeding 
further, the castle appeared, and the boy ran ahead to open the gates. 
They rode in and the gates were closed behind them. When the riders 
and the boy stopped before the great hall, a group of handmaidens 
came out with lamps and candles and escorted the rider into the hall. 
The boy took Firuz Shah’s reins and told him to go in, too. The 
servants went ahead of the Prince to light the way. They seated the 
Prince in the place of honor, left candles burning in golden holders 
before him, and retired. The Prince looked about himself with wonder, 
amazed that such a splendid palace should be in such a remote place. 
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The boy appeared to interrupt his musing, and brought a servant carry- 
ing a covered golden flagon on a golden tray, which she set before 
Firuz Shah. She removed the cover to reveal a vessel of sharbat mixed 
with rose water and musk. The boy tasted it first, then handed it to 
Firuz Shah. The Prince refused it. 

*Since you have come from a long, hot journey, why don't you 
drink some of this?" he asked. 

*[ will eat and drink nothing here until the master of the castle ap- 
pears and I am sure that he is a friend and not an enemy." 

“The master of this castle is your wholehearted friend,” said the boy. 
*You were brought here out of friendship. Drink this sharbat and the 
master will be right along." 

“I won't drink a drop until the master comes in and sits with me." 

“Then let me go and tell the master to come and drink with you,” 
said the boy, and he put down the cup and went out. 

Soon four singing girls arrived, each with a matchless instrument to 
play upon, and they were followed by two other beauties with candles. 
Others arrived with flasks, cups, gold and silver trays, incense burners, 
braziers, and all the makings of a royal party. All the vessels were 
adorned with jewels the likes of which the Prince had never seen be- 
fore. The boy returned to announce the arrival of the master of the 
castle. 

Firuz Shah was apprehensive as they raised the curtain and a group 
of ladies-in-waiting came in. Following them was a girl so beautiful 
that the tongue would be unable to complete her description. It was 
as if the bright sun itself had shone into the room. The Prince was so 
struck by her beauty that he involuntarily rose to greet her. 

“You have honored and adorned our house with your step,” she 
said, bowing. “Take your ease, for this is your house and we are all 
your servants. You have troubled yourself to come here and we are 
obliged to you.” 

She sat next to the Prince, who stared at her in wonder. “Who is 
this beauty?” he asked himself. “The one who brought me to this castle 
was a warrior the likes of Rostam and Sam, and this girl is more deli- 
cate than a flower petal and more beautiful than the full moon in the 
sky. What does all this mean?” 

The dark-haired beauty took the cup of sharbat in her hand, tasted 
it, and gave it to the Prince. Firuz Shah took it and drank, and the 
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girl received the cup back from the cupbearer. The cup was carved 
from solid ruby and into the center of it had been worked a pearl that 
no king had ever seen in his treasury. The cupbearer filled it with a ` 
sharbat that smelled of musk and had the color of a rose. That girl, 
like a life-giving breeze, like a sweet-smelling rose, first took it and 
drank and then gave it to the Prince. Firuz Shah took it at once, drank, 
and returned it, still dazzled at the beauty of the place and the girl. 

_ “Why are you so amazed and speechless?” asked the girl. 

“Because I am a stranger in this lily garden. I was fighting the 
Caesar’s army when a horseman came out of the woods and captured 
four of our warriors. I took the field today myself to fight Tamartash, 
but he could not stand up to me. He asked for a break and I agreed. 
Then that rider showed up on the field and said that he was the one 
who had taken away our champions and that he had news of ‘Eyn 
al-Hayat for me. He brought me here and I have not seen him since. 
Now you are here. This is why I am amazed.” 

“I am that horseman who brought you here,” she said with a laugh. 

|. "On the battlefield I am like a lion, and at a party, I am a houri from 
paradise.” 

“You are the one who led me here?” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, I am." 

“But who are you?" 

“Before I tell you who I am, I must ask you a question. Be kind and 

answer me, and then I will tell you about myself. ? 
“Please ask me,” said the Prince. 

“My question is this. Are you, Firuz Shah, a humane and generous 
person?” 

“What a strange question, My Queen. Whoever is not humane and 
generous is not a man. Is there anyone who will testify to his own 
unmanliness? Of course I have these qualities.” 

“What level of humanity and generosity do you adhere to?” 

“There are many levels, and this is what I believe: If somebody does 
good toward me, I will do good for him in return. If someone asks 
. me a favor, I will do my best to carry it out. If an enemy asks me for 
quarter, I will give it, and if an enemy repents of his enmity, I will 
forgive him." 

*Please swear that you are speaking the truth and that you are what 
you say you are." 
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The Prince swore that it was true. 

“I have done a good deed for you,” said the girl, “and in return for 
it, I have a favor to ask of you." 

“What favor have you done me and what do you want in return?" 

“Eyn al-Hayat is here. I rescued her from the enemy and have kept 
her here to hand over to you." 

*Where is she?" asked Firuz Shah happily. 

“I will bring her soon, and then I will ask you the favor. First, I will 
bring your warriors." 

The boy ran off and in a few minutes returned with the four war- 
riors, all wearing robes of honor. They greeted the Prince and em- 
braced him warmly. 

“Now I will go to bring ‘Eyn al-Hayat,” said the girl. 

“Do you know this girl?" Firuz Shah asked of his comrades. 

“We do not know her and have never seen her before,” they an- 
swered. 

“She is the one who took you away from the battlefield and brought 
you here,” said the Prince, to their amazement. Turning to the musi- | 
cian's, Firuz Shah asked, “What is your Queen's name, and whom 
does this castle belong to?" 

“Our Queen has not taught us to reveal secrets which should not 
be revealed,” they answered. “You will soon learn who she is.” 

‘Eyn al-Hayat was kept alone in her room with the door locked. Al- 
though she had everything she needed, still she was alone and was 
sad and depressed away from Firuz Shah. 

“Why are you so melancholy and distracted?” asked Jahan Afruz as 
she entered “Eyn al-Hayaàt's room. 

“Why shouldn't I be unhappy?” she answered. “I miss my beloved, 
and I haven't even seen you for several days." 

* All your troubles are now over, and I have done what I promised 
I would do. I have brought Firuz Shah here from the battlefield, along 
with four of his comrades, and now they are awaiting you. I have come 
to take you to the Prince." 

‘Eyn al-Hayat blushed. She had been away from the Prince for a 
long time, and had suffered many bonds and prisons in the meantime. 
Her blush was one of happiness. *Do you really mean this?" she asked 
Jahàn Afruz. 

*Of course I do. Why should I lie to you? But remember that you 
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swore an oath to me. Now I hope that you will carry out your obliga- 
tion.” 

“We talked about this quite a while ago, but you never said what it 
was you wanted. Tell me, and if I can do it, I will.” 

“Swear once again, to set my mind at ease, and then I will tell you 
who I am and what I want.” 

‘Eyn al-Hayat swore again to pacify Jahan Afruz. 

“Now I will tell you. I am the daughter of King “Astur, Caesar of 
Rum, and sister of Shah Nush, whom the Persian *ayyars killed for 
your sake.” l 

“If I had known that you were the daughter of the Caesar, I would 
have died of fright," said *Eyn al-Hayat. "Your father and we are 
enemies. I don't understand your kindness to us." 

“I am a hundred times more the enemy of the Caesar than you are. 
Although I am his daughter, my father has never seen me, and I have 
never been in his presence." 

“Why not?" 

*Because my mother died giving birth to me. My father loved my 
mother and when he heard that she had died giving birth to a girl he 
considered me a curse and ordered me killed. I was brought up secretly 
in hiding so that he never knew. When I grew up and learned that he 
had ordered me killed, I fled in fear and took over this castle. God 
granted me a treasure which I found here. This treasure made me 
independent. God also made me brave and warlike so that I carry a 
huge club and can cut through a rock with my sword. From time to 
time I would leave the castle and go around the country, and I began 
to hear so much about Firuz Shah's fame that I wanted to see him 
some day. This boy who serves me is the son of a servant and is named 
Saghir. He is very quick and clever, and it was he who told me about 
Shah Nush and the ‘ayyars. I set out to find you and brought you 
here, observing all the courtesies that duty required, and I also brought 
Firuz Shah here. He, too, has sworn to do what I ask him to. What I 
want is for you to give Firuz Shah permission to accept me as a wife 
too. You are to be the Queen of Persia and I am the least of your 
servants. Although I am warlike and fierce, I am a slave to my emo- 
tions and desires, and the only person in the world whom I consider 
worthy of me is Firuz Shah. He is brave and handsome and well-born, 
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but I know that he has sworn that he will do nothing without your 
consent and that he will take no other wife but you. I have done my 
part, and now the rest is up to you." 

*Eyn al-Hayat took this very badly and hung her head. Neither 
would her heart allow her to say yes, for there is nothing harder for a 
woman than this, nor could she say no, for she had sworn several times 
to do what Jahan Afruz asked. Now she did not know what to say. 

“What are you thinking about?" asked Jahan Afruz. "I know it is 
hard for you, but what can I do, for I am infatuated by Firuz Shah. Ac- 
cept me as your handmaiden and tell Firuz Shah to cast the shadow of 
grace over me." 

“I swore to do what you asked,” said “Eyn al-Hayat, “but you don't 
want me, you want Firuz Shah. I do not control his heart and I can 
not speak for him. You will have to ask him." With a laugh she added, 
*You have sworn both sides to this, and I am your servant. Take me 
to Firuz Shah so that I can do what has to be done.” 

“Come with me and I will put on your makeup for you,” said Jahan 
Afruz. Although *Eyn al-Hayát needed no adornment, for God had 
adorned her, and Jahan Afruz was also a beauty of the age, the two 
decorated each other and went before the Persian Prince, illuminating 
and perfuming the hall with their presence. 

Firuz Shah had not seen ‘Eyn al-Hayat for a long time and when 
his eyes fell on her he jumped up for happiness and went forward to 
greet her, telling her how much he had longed for her. *Eyn al-Hayat 
was weeping and said, “I have suffered a lot in my love for you, and 
have endured many prison cells. Now I don’t know whether I will 
ever have my heart’s desire or not.” 

“We place our hopes in God so we shall never be without hope,” said 
the Prince, and seated “Eyn al-Hayat next to himself. Jahan Afruz sat 
next to “Eyn al-Hayat, like a china doll. When the cup had passed 
around several times and its effects had begun to show, Firuz Shah 
said, ^Princess, tell me what has happened to you since we were 
separated." 

“May it happen to your enemies,” said “Eyn al-Hayat, and she 
proceeded to tell her story from beginning to end, praising Jahan 
Afruz in the process and telling Firuz Shah who she was and what 
she had done. “The reason for all this kindness to your comrades and 
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me is that she is in love with you. She fell in love with you before she 
had even seen you. Shah Nush, whom your ‘ayyars killed, was her 
brother, but she has forgiven you for that. She is also ready to place 
her whole treasure at your feet if you will only be gracious and accept 
her. I am saying these things because she has done a lot for me and 
I am bound to this." 

Firuz Shah was very surprised to hear all this and thought that 
*Eyn al-Hayat was testing his fidelity. "I am very ashamed that you 
have suffered all this pain and torture for my sake," he said to *Eyn al- 
Hayat, “and have had nothing in return. I have sworn that I would 
take nobody other than you and would have no other wife. The deci- 
sion is up to you now.” 

*[ don't like this a bit,” she answered, “but she made me swear 
that I would do what she asked me to. What she wants is you.” 

“I, too, have sworn a binding oath,” said the Prince. 

The warriors laughed and said, “He has done himself in!” 

Jahan Afruz spoke up and told Firuz Shah more of her private feel- 
ings. “I thought to myself, ‘how long can I keep this secret hidden 
from people?’ Sooner or later people would find out that there was a 
castle here with a girl in it. I can’t go back to the Caesar, for I have no 
greater enemy than he. It makes no sense for someone to go before 
his enemy, especially the Caesar who ordered me to be killed. There is 
no worse enemy than the one who would kill you, so I thought that I 
would take refuge with someone who was more powerful than the 
Caesar and who would defend me against him. I found nobody to 
go to until I found your beloved and took refuge with her, for I knew 
how faithful she is to you. Now I am in your presence and ready to 
serve you as long as I live if you will accept me.” 

“You are like a sister to me!” cried “Eyn al-Hayat, jumping up to 
embrace her. “You are more than a sister, and I will never desert you. 
I can never repay you for saving me from disgrace.” 

‘Eyn al-Hayat accepted Jahan Afruz, and Firuz Shah knew that 
they had spoken their real feelings. Jahan Afruz ordered them to bring 
flasks and cups and dishes of gold, and they settled down to enjoy 
themselves. They drank wine till dawn and Firuz Shah said, “Even 
though my father, Darab, will be worried, they should not have battle 
today. We should take advantage of this moment,” and he stayed 
there drinking wine with them. 
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[Firuz Shah stays in the castle for another day and Jahan Afruz goes 
to the battlefield and kills Tamartash. She tells the Persians that she 
has ‘Eyn al-Hayat, Firuz Shah and the four champions in her castle 
and that they will return in three days.] 

The Caesar and his army were very upset at the death of Tamartash 
and nobody knew who that horseman was who had done it. As they 
were mourning for 'amartàsh, the rider had gone over the crest of a 
hill and many people had seen this, but nobody dared follow him. 
Helal saw this too, and said to himself, “Come what may, I am 
going after that rider and find out who he is, where he comes from, 
and what he has done with Firuz Shah and his companions." 

That wretched, tricky scoundrel Helal lay in hiding, and when Jahan 
Afruz was satisfied that the Caesar’s army had withdrawn, she set off 
and Helal set off after her without her knowing it. She traveled 
through the forest until well into the night when she reached her 
castle. Unlocking the gate with her key, she entered the castle, and 
shut the gate behind her. Helal crept up to the back of the castle and 
with his lasso scaled the wall and let himself down on the other side. 
He made his way along until he heard the sound of music from the 
great hall. Up to the roof he went creeping along until he could look 
down on the party below. He saw Firuz Shah looking like the shining 
sun, with his arm around “Eyn al-Hayat. The four comrades were 
there in attendance and the musicians were playing. Saghir was the 
cupbearer. "Whose castle is this that this Persian beggar should be 
sitting here drinking wine,” said Helal to himself, “and here is “Eyn 
al-Hayat whom we lost in Rum. Who was it who carried her away? I 
will stay here a while and find out what is going on." 

As he was thinking these thoughts, the curtain went up and a girl 
like a shining star, a thousand times more delicate than a rose petal, 
entered and bowed. Everyone present rose to greet her, and the moon- 
faced, raven-haired beauty sat next to ‘Eyn al-Hayat. “Eyn al-Hayat 
passed the cup to her from the cupbearer and she drank. 

“Princess of Rum, where have you been and what news have you?” 
asked Firuz Shah. 

“I have been to the battlefield.” 

“What can you tell us about the Persian army?” 

“When I got there Tamartàsh was on the field calling for an op- 
ponent. Nobody had come out from the Persian army yet because 
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they were all frightened, and that wretch was bragging and boasting. 
I rode out and killed the bastard with one arrow." 

Firuz Shah shouted, “Bravo,” at this and the others cheered. 

“What did you tell King Darab?” asked Firuz Shah. 

“I told Siyamak to tell the King that the Caesar's army will not 
fight for three days because they are in mourning for Tamartash. We 
will arrive in three days’ time.” 

“With the help of God, we will rout the Caesar’s army the same 
day we leave the castle,” said Firuz Shah. 

“With your good luck, I will handle that army myself,” said Jahan 
Afruz. 

Helal listened to all of this and understood what had been happen- 
ing. “We used to blame “Eyn al-Hayat," he said to himself, “but look 
what this girl has done! Obviously the Caesar does not know that his 
daughter is such a fighter. What’s the good, though, for she has gone 
over to the enemy. PII just listen some more then I'll go to the Caesar 
and inform him that his daughter, Jahan Afruz, has done all these 
things." 

It was the will of God that Jahàn Afruz should hear a man's move- 
ment. Out of the corner of her eye she looked up and saw Helal lean- 
ing over the edge of the roof and listening to them. "It's not possible 
that a stranger can get in here. I bet this person followed me here from 
the army. I had better catch him," she thought to herself. She got up 
and went into a nearby room, and from there to another room from 
which she could reach the roof. Softly she crept up behind Helal and 
leaped on his back. He tried to jump up but it did him no good, and 
she tied him up quickly. 

“Who are you and what are you doing here?" she asked him. 

“I am a thief and I came bent on robbery,” he answered. 

“You are lying. Nobody comes here to steal. Tell me the truth: who 
are you and why did you come here?" 

“I am a stranger and I reached here by chance.” 

Jahan Afruz knew he was lying and put a rope around his neck to 
lead him down from the roof. 

Firuz Shah was sitting with “Eyn al-Hayat at the party when 
Jahan Afruz entered leading Helal with his hands tied behind him. 
They all looked at Helal and recognized him. 
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“This is that scoundrel Helàl," said Firuz Shah. "Where did you 
catch him?" 

“T caught him on the roof,” she replied. 

*What are you doing here, you wretch?" asked Firuz Shah. "What 
do you have to say for yourself? Do you remember some of the things 
you have done in the past, for instance, what you did to Siyávash ?" 

“Prince, I will tell you the truth of why I am here. You have been 
gone from the army for several days and I just wanted to gaze on your 
handsome face. I came just to see you. I went up to the roof to watch 
you, and the Princess of Rum caught me, and brought me to you. You 
might think that I am your enemy, but actually, I am one of your 
servants." 

“Don’t believe a word of what this bastard says," broke in “Eyn al- 
Hayat. “Every disaster that has come to us has been his doing. When 
you went abroad and left me in Cairo, this scoundrel carried King 
Valid and me away from there. When we reached Malatya, King Seyf 
al-Dowla kept me for a while but when they captured Malatya, Seyf 
al-Dowla’s wife and I fled through a tunnel, but this wretch gave us 
knockout medicine, tied us up, and took us to Kayseri. Later he took 
us to the fortress in Izmir. After Behruz and Tareq had killed Shah 
Nush and captured the fortress at Izmir, using the Caesar’s ring, they 
killed the master of the fortress. They blackened my face, and we 
made it back nearly to Kayseri before we were caught by the road 
guards, They took us into the city, but this bastard was waiting beside 
the road and recognized us. He bought us from the guards for gold, 
left us tied up in a room, and informed the Caesar. This would have 
brought a lot more trouble down on our heads, but we were able to 
chew through our ropes and escape by a window. Poor Siyavash was 
caught. They put him on the gallows and came after us with two 
thousand men. They had us surrounded and were about to capture us 
when the heroic Jahan Afruz came along and rescued us. Without 
question we must kill this scoundrel. If we don’t kill him, he will get 
away and make trouble for us.” 

Helal began weeping bitterly when he heard this. “Don’t believe 
what *Eyn al-Hayat says about me,” he said. “I am really one of your 
servants." 

“He is tricky, this one, and we should kill him,” said *Eyn al-Hayat. 
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“Be kind, “Eyn al-Hayat,” said Helal. “I am an old servant of your 
father's and I used to carry you around on my shoulders. Don't be too 
quick to kill me for do you really want to dirty your hands with my 
blood? I was set free by your father. If you favor me, no one can hurt 
me." 

Firuz Shah was drunk and laughed for he knew that the rogue was 
lying. 

“I have to discuss killing you with Firuz Shah," said ‘Eyn al-Hayat. 
“You are my father's slave, so what fear is there in killing you?" 

“By the good fortune of Prince Firuz Shah, you can not do it,” 
replied Helàl. 

This answer made ‘Eyn al-Hayat angry and she jumped up and 
with one kick sent Helal sprawling on his back. She sat on his chest, 
drew her dagger and reached out to seize him by the beard and cut 
off his head. Since his time had not yet arrived, his large nose came 
into her hand. She too was drunk and not under good control, so she 
struck with her dagger and cut off his nose. Helàl groaned and *Eyn 
al-Hayat’s hand was covered with blood. 

“Why did you want to stain your precious hand with this wretch's 
blood?" asked Jahan Afruz, taking her hand. "If you want to kill this 
bastard, there are servants here. Tell one of them to kill him." 

They brought water and rose water for the Princess to wash her 
hand with. 

Helal, lacking his nose, began to weep and wail. Firuz Shah felt 
sorry for him and ordered the servants to tie him up and put him 
somewhere. “Tomorrow when we are sober, we will decide what to do 
with him." 

A servant took Helal away and left him tied up in a room. Helal 
moaned for a while, then quieted down to wait until the party got 
going again and they had forgotten about him. “If I delay until day- 
light," he said to himself, "these people will certainly kill me. If I make 
an effort, maybe I can escape." 

Helal was one of the greatest ‘ayyars of his time, and in addition, he 
feared for his life. He struggled and struggled and eventually loosened 
his bonds. There was a small window in that room, and he jumped 
through it into the center of the castle, scaled the wall, let himself 
down with his rope and started to run. As difficult as that path through 
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the woods was, that scoundrel followed it that night and returned to 
his camp. 

He went at once to the Caesar's court. Several officers at the door 
of the court saw Helàl and demanded to know who he was and why 
he was there. “I am Helal the *Ayyar," he replied. “Tonight they cut 
off my nose. I have brought news for the Caesar, so go and tell him 
that I am here." l 

“The King is asleep and who can wake him up?” they said. 

“What are you saying?” shouted Helal in a loud voice. “I lost my 
nose for his sake, and I have brought news that will make him very 
happy when he hears it.” 

The Caesar had just awakened and was thinking about the Persians 
and how they had killed his son and Tamartāsh. “What can I do about 
this?" he thought. *I wish the Yemenis had never set their miserable 
feet on this land." 

Just then he heard Helal's voice. 

“Who is that shouting out?” he asked. 

“Tt is Helal,” a servant answered. “They have cut off his nose and 
he says that he has brought news for the Caesar.” 

"Lethimin" 

When Helal appeared his nose was gone and his face was covered 
with blood. 

“Who did this to you?" asked the Caesar. 

“Your daughter.” 

“I don't have a daughter.” 

"Isn't Jahan Afruz your daughter?" 

“I don't know anything about her.” 

“Well, she is your daughter. Yesterday she killed Tamartish with 
one shot, and she is the one who carried off Firuz Shah. I followed her 
to her castle in the woods yesterday, and from the roof I saw *Eyn al- 
Hayat, Firuz Shah, Bahman of the Golden Robe, Bahman of the 
Golden Casque, Khorshid Shah, and Jamshid Shah all sitting together.” 

Helal told the Caesar everything that he had seen and done there. 

“But I don’t have a daughter. Anyway, what is she doing with 
Firuz Shah?” 

“She loves him and has given herself to him as a wife.” The Caesar 
was amazed and called for his vizier. When he arrived the Caesar said 
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to him, "On such and such a date when God granted me a daughter 
and her mother died in childbirth, I gave that cursed girl to you to 
kill. What did you do with her?" 

The vizier hung his head and said, "Caesar, spare my life. I took 
pity on her and gave her to a nurse to bring up in secret. When she 
reached the age of discretion she went to stay in an unused castle in 
the forest." 

“Hurry then, and maybe we can catch them there!” 

They set out at once with a party of warriors and Helal led the 
way to the castle. When the Caesar saw it, he said to his vizier, "I have 
4,444 castles and towers in my kingdom and I never knew about this 
one." 

*Jahan Afruz rebuilt this one and found a treasure in it,” said the 
' vizier. 

“Wait here while I go inside and open the gate for you,” said Helal. 

Using his rope he climbed over the back wall of the castle. There 
was still some of the night remaining when he opened the door and 
let them all in. 'They rode up to the hall, where they dismounted and 
went in with drawn swords, creeping along until they reached the 
curtain. 

Firuz Shah, Bahman of the Golden Robe and Bahman of the Golden 
Casque were asleep in one room, and *Eyn al-Hayat and Jahan Afruz 
were sleeping in another room when the attackers drew aside the 
curtain. By the will of God, at that moment Firuz Shah awoke to 
take a drink of sharbat. A candle was still burning and he saw some- 
one appear from behind the curtain, fully armed. Others followed 
him in. 

“Who are you and what are you doing in this castle?” shouted the 
Prince. 

His voice woke the others who got up as Qabus, an enemy, said, 
“You miserable Persians, you won't get away now." 

He raised his club to hit Firuz Shah, who was clad in only his shirt. 
As Qàbus approached, Firuz Shah grabbed a golden candlestick, 
swung it around his head and hit Qàbus on the chest so hard that he 
went down and dropped his club. The Prince leaped to seize the 
club and with it he split another enemy's skull. The rest of the 
Persians were in action by this time and attacked the intruders with 
gold and silver candlesticks. 
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“Fight!” shouted the Caesar, but just then a huge figure in a jacket 
of mail came out with a sword, killed several of the enemy and 
wounded another. 

“It looks as if they will kill us all," said the Caesar, sorry to be where 
he was. “Flee,” he shouted, and the remaining ones took to their heels. 
With great difficulty the Caesar reached his horse and galloped off 
with the rest, looking behind and cursing the Persians. 

King Sarvar of Yemen was waiting for them to return bringing 
Firuz Shah and *Eyn al-Hayat, and he was secretly pleased that Jahan 
Afruz was on the scene. He was musing about this when an uproar 
arose and the Caesar returned empty-handed. 

“They captured Qabus, killed ten others, and we weren't able to do 
anything." 

“What have you been trying to do?" asked King Valid. 

“Damn that Helàl, he about got us killed,” said the Caesar. "But 
who do you suppose that one was who did all the killing while I was 
fighting with Firuz Shah?" 

“That was your daughter, Jahan Afruz,” said Helal. 

“I never would have gone if 1 had known they would be awake,” 
said the Caesar. “What a mistake not taking the army with us. Now 
we have to think of what to do about this. I don’t know what they will 
do with Qabus." 

After the attackers had fled, Firuz Shah ordered them to bring 
Qabus to him. 

*How did you know that we were here? Tell the truth," he com- 
manded. 

“Helal came in the middle of the night and told the Caesar. Then 
he brought us here." 

"I told you to kill that bastard, but you wouldn't do it," said *Eyn 
al-Hayat. “It was only by the grace of God that he did not capture us.” 

“We can't stay here any longer,” said the Prince. “We have to get 
out right away.” 

“The Caesar didn’t know about me or this castle, but now that he 
knows, I can’t stay here either. I have a lot of treasure here, and I will 
take what I can carry and leave the rest for another time.” 

“Send Saghir to the head of the valley to report to us if the Caesar 
sends an army after us,” said Firuz Shah. Saghir went off to keep 
watch. 
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Jahan Afruz told her ladies and maids to stay behind after she left, 
and wait until she sent someone to bring them to her. 

Jahan Afruz had a treasurer named Zarrina whom she trusted com- 
pletely. The girl was a disloyal, ungrateful wretch, however. She took 
knockout drops from the storeroom and put them in the food and 
drink which she set before Firuz Shah and the others. They ate, and 
after a while when they tried to get up to leave, they fell to the floor 
unconscious. That cursed Zarrina gathered the servants around her and 
said, “I did this for the Caesar of Rum. What do you all say to that?” 

They all praised her and Qabus said, “You have done something 
that the Caesar with five hundred thousand men could not do. Untie 
me quickly so that I can tell you what to do.” 

He was freed and decided, “There is no point in killing Firuz Shah 
and his comrades, although maybe the Caesar will think otherwise 
about the matter. We must inform the Caesar of this right away so 
that he can act.” 

They tied up the Persians, and left “Eyn al-Hayàt and Jahan Afruz 
bound in another room. Then they climbed over the wall and Qabus 
and Zarrina set off on horseback to see the Caesar. 

Saghir was waiting in his hiding place by the road and saw the 
two ride by, talking and laughing. He wondered at this, and drew 
back as they passed. From a distance he could see all the maids on 
top of the wall. Sneaking around to the back of the castle, he went 
over the parapet with his rope and crept to the hall where he found 
the Persians unconscious. Saghir was a child and was at a loss as to 
what to do, for he did not know how to wake them up. He did know 
of a secret door to a hidden cellar, though, and he decided to put 
them there and wait to see what happened. With great effort he 
dragged them down to the cellar, hid their weapons, and climbed up 
to the roof to watch what was going on. “I have done all I can do,” he 
said to himself. “It is in God’s hands now.” 

Qabus and Zarrina went to the Caesar and told him all that had 
happened. 

[ The Caesar, defeated in a battle at the castle, then fled, leaving *Eyn 
al-Hayat and Jahan Afruz in Kayseri. Darab captured Kayseri. Mean- 
while, King Valid ibn Khaled, in the confusion of defeat, has fallen 
into a moat and drowned. King Sarvar has been surrounded by 
Persian soldiers. ] 
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The narrator of this tale relates that ten thousand men from the 
Persian army had been killed, but the Caesar had lost fifty thousand 
men from among his troops. Firuz Shah rode up to Darab with his 
heroes, and they all took their proper places. 

"What should we do with Sarvar of Yemen?" asked Darab. 
“Siyavash has captured him and some others.” | 

"Our wisest course is to treat him with respect for the sake of *Eyn 
al-Hayat,” replied Teytus. “This way he will give her to Firuz Shah, 
for until her father gives her away, there can be no wedding. We 
should also make him swear that he will change his ways and behave 
better in the future. When we have accomplished this, we should try 
to capture the Caesar so that he will give Jahan Afruz. Then we should 
return to Persia as quickly as possible." . 

They agreed that this was the best course, and a group of heroes 
rode out to bring in King Sarvar. They had captured him beside his 
standard, and there he was now with his head bowed in thought, 
worrying that the Persians were planning his punishment. “All this 
trouble is the fault of that cursed Teyfur,” he was saying to himself. “I 
wish I had never listened to him, so that now I would not have to be 
so afraid and ashamed. My sons and my army have fled and left me in 
the hands of the enemy. What should I do?” 

As these thoughts were running through his mind, the Persians 
rode up and bowed to him. “Don’t worry,” they said, “for King 
Darab has forgiven you. He sent us to get you and he is awaiting you 
now." ` 

Sarvar, with his head bowed, went along with them to Darab’s 
court. 

During this time, Darab and Firuz Shah were talking with each 
other. “My son,” said the King, “Sarvar has acted very badly with us 
and in the end we caught him, but because of *Eyn al-Hayat, we will 
treat him respectfully. You go out to meet him and bring him here, 
for he is your sweetheart's father." 

Firuz Shah rode out to meet Sarvar and greeted him when he met 
him. Sarvar ran forward to throw himself at the Prince's feet, but the 
Prince embraced and kissed him. 

“I am ashamed to look you in the face,” said Sarvar. "I hope that 
you will be generous enough to forgive my bad actions and inter- 
cede with King Dārāb so that he will spare my life.” 
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“Don’t worry, for you are safe," replied the Prince. “Nobody will 
touch you. King Darab has sent me to fetch you and he is awaiting 
you now." 

Firuz Shah allayed the Yemeni King's fears and led him by the hand 
into the court. Sarvar bowed before Darab and kissed the foot of the 
throne. Darab embraced him with respect. 

“Take courage, for I am prepared to forget the past,” said Darab, “if 
you will swallow your enmity and give *Eyn al-Hayat to Firuz Shah 
and consider him your son, I will give the kingdom of Yemen back 
to you.” 

“I am ashamed to look you and Firuz Shah in the face, for I know 
that I have acted very badly with the Prince. I am very remorseful, but 
I am confident that you will be kind and generous enough to forget 
the past, for whatever evil I did was instigated by that cursed Teyfur. 
It was he who set me against you. I have repented now, and will no 
longer act this way. Furthermore, in the presence of this company, I 
give “Eyn al-Hayat to Firuz Shah. 

“I accept her,” said Firuz Shah, to the cheers of Teytus and the 
assembled gathering. They transmitted the news to “Eyn al-Hayat and 
Jahan Afruz that the King of Yemen and Darab had made peace, and 
that Sarvar had given *Eyn al-Hayat to Firuz Shah. 

“Now send somebody after the Caesar to bring him here and put 
an end to our hostilities. Just as King Sarvar gave his daughter, so 
should the Caesar give Jahin Afruz to Firuz Shah. Then I will give 
his kingdom back to him and return to Persia as quickly as possible." 

“Tt shall be as the King commands,” said all those present. 

* * * 

We return now to the adventures of Mozaffar Shah and his ‘ayyar 
Ashub in their quest for Turan Dokht. They set off into that dark 
night in the direction that Teytus had indicated. Mozaffar Shah had a 
good horse and Ashub was one of the great scouts of the world, so 
they knew well how to travel. There wasn't a day or night when the 
Prince and his fayyar did not make twenty farsangs, and they had 
no need of civilization at all. 'They went cross-country, over plains and 
fields and deserts and mountains and prairies, and along the way, they 
hunted and ate their prey. Day and night they moved on toward their 
unknown destination. 
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“We will go until we can go no further," said Mozaffar Shah. “We 
will either get news of my sweetheart, or I will die trying, for I can't 
imagine the world without her." 

On and on he went across the prairies and deserts, with Ashub at his 
stirrup. 

They continued thus, day and night, for four months without 
stopping for a rest anywhere. They were exhausted when they finally 
reached a beautiful meadow filled with wild flowers and springs. The 
whole plain was covered with roses and tulips, lilies and sweet basil. 
Game was grazing all around. 'They had never been in a more pleasant 
place. “We will stop here for the night and give some thought to what 
we should do and where we should go from here," said Mozaffar Shah. 

They dismounted by a spring, hobbled the horse and set it free to 
graze. When they had made a fire and roasted the game that they had 
killed, Mozaffar Shah turned to Ashub and said, “We are in a tough 
spot. What do you think we should do? We have come a long way 
since we left our army, yet we have reached nowhere and have had 
no word of Turan Dokht. I wish we knew if she were alive, and where 
she is, and when we will find her. The world is large, and there is a 
road in any direction that we want to go. Turning back is hard too, 
for anybody can fling himself into the sea, but it is not easy to get 
back to shore. We are really in a fix.” 

“Prince, the only thing I know is that right now we are very far 
from people and civilization, and there seems to be none of that in 
the direction we are going. We had best put our faith in God that we 
- will reach our destination. Let's not lose hope, because Teytus told us 
that we would certainly reach our goal. ‘Seek and ye shall find,’ he 
said. The Arabs say ‘he who seeks a thing seriously will find it’.” 

They thought for a while mournfully of the endless road and their 
friends, and finally Ashub said, “Prince, you sleep a while and I will 
sit up and keep watch, although this seems like a safe place.” 

The Prince lay down and slept and Ashub kept guard over him, 
wondering what would happen in the end. The horse grazed nearby. 
When. dawn came, Ashub, too, had dozed off. Mozaffar Shah got up 
and woke up the ‘ayyar. “I had a strange dream, Ashub," he said. “I 
wonder what it means.” 

“Tell me what you dreamed.” 
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“I dreamed that I had a white bird in my hand when suddenly a 
black crow dove down and seized the white bird from me. I ran after 
them to try to get the white bird back but a black serpent appeared and 
swallowed the white bird. It caught me in a coil of its tail and I could 
not escape. Then suddenly a lion appeared and ripped open the belly 
of the serpent with its paw. 'The white bird flew out and lighted: on 
my hand.” 

“This dream means that we will finally find what we are "Mene > 
said Ashub. 

"Bring the horse then,” said Mozaffar Shah, "and we will get 
started. With God's help we will go on a while longer and maybe He 
will make things work out for us." 

Ashub went for the horse but, search as he might, he could not find 
it. He found the hobble which had slipped off, but the horse was no- 
where to be seen. Ashub told the Prince and he looked, too, with no 
luck. 

*He was not the kind of horse that would wander away from us," 
said Ashub. “He has been stolen. We thought that no human had ever 
been here before, so who could have taken him ?" 

“This horse brought us all the way here,” said the Prince. “How can 
we turn back, for we can't get anywhere on foot." 

“Let’s keep looking, maybe we can find him." 

“We will go in different directions and meet back at this spring.” 

Mozaffar Shah walked across the meadow and went on for three 
- farsangs. In the distance he saw a hill and he headed for that. When 

he reached the top of it, he looked down the other side and there in 
the distance, tied to a large spreading tree, was his horse. The Prince 
happily headed for the tree, but it was far away. As he finally drew 
near, his horse neighed as he went up to take its reins. He tightened 
the saddle and the girth and was about to mount when he heard a. . 
loud noise above him. The Prince looked up and saw a huge black 
bird sitting on a branch over his head calling to him. He was 
astounded at the size of the bird. All of a sudden the bird flew down 
as if to light in front of the Prince, but as it descended it turned into 
a horribly ugly old woman with tangled white hair. Her face was 
wrinkled, her eyes were dark blue, her yellow teeth protruded from 
her mouth, and in all her long life not once had water touched her 
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skin. She breathed fire from her mouth and nose. With a tamarisk 
stick which she carried in her hand, she drew a circle around the tree, 
chanted a spell on the circle, and suddenly by magic that miserable 
creature created a trench of fire around the tree forty yards wide and 
forty yards deep. Flames leapt up from the trench into the air. Then 
the old sorceress, that cursed infidel, that scoundrel of a wizard, 
shouted at the Prince. 

“Mozaffar Shah, I know that you have come searching for Turan 
Dokht. I have her captive, and now I have captured you. If all the 
engineers in the world tried together, they would not be able to 
rescue you from this trench of fire." 

She then disappeared. 

Mozaffar Shah was dumbstruck by this event. He went to the NN 
of the trench, but a flame licked up at him and forced him back. 
Trembling like a leaf out of fear of the sorceress, he sat under the tree 
and looked in all directions. Night fell and he sat there till dawn. 
"What will happen to me?” he wondered. “Who was she, and what 
does she have against me?" 

Ashub found Mozaffar Shah the next day. Soon he bade farewell to 
Mozaffar Shah at the trench and hurried toward a nearby mountain. 
It was an extremely high mountain and Ashub had never seen one | 
like it in all his travels. He toiled with a great effort up the twisting | 
path until at last he reached the top. The valley that he discovered on 
the other side was densely forested and filled with apples, pomegran- 
ates, grapes and figs, all ripe. Beneath the trees grew roses, lilies, 
narcissus, clover, and all sorts of grasses. Streams flowed down from 
the mountain to the valley. 

Ashub descended from the slopes and wandered about the valley for 
a long time, eating the fruit. He was worried about Mozaffar Shah and 
wishing him there when he heard a person shout loudly in Arabic, 
“Glory be to God; I praise Thee. I witness that there is no god but 
Thee. I ask Thy forgiveness and I turn to Thee in repentance.” 

Thinking that whoever this. was calling out would be able to help 
him, Ashub went toward the voice. The prayer was repeated and soon 
Ashub came to a cave in a white rock with a curtain of woven bark 
hanging in front as a door. 

“Peace be upon you,” called Ashub from outside the curtain. 
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“And upon you be peace! Welcome, Ashub,” came the answer. 

*How does he know my name when he has never seen me?" won- 
dered the ‘ayyar. He called out, “May I have permission to enter the 
cave and pay my respects to your” 

“Only on condition that you go to the forest and wash yourself and 
your clothes so that they are ritually clean. There is a spring there.” 

Ashub found the spring and performed his ablutions, praying for 
the release of Mozaffar Shah. Returning to the cave, he asked again to 
be allowed in. 

“Come in, come in, now it is all right,” came the reply. 

Ashub drew aside the bark curtain and entered. He saw an emaciated 
old man, nothing but skin and bones and lacking any strength in his 
body. His limbs were very hairy, though, and his beard reached the 
ground, His eyebrows had grown so long that they covered his eyes 
and his toothless mouth completely. He was wearing a loincloth of 
woven bark. 

“Welcome, you have honored me,” said the hermit. “I was hoping 
to see a human being once again, for I have been here about a 
hundred years and haven’t seen a single person. So welcome again. 
Now tell me about yourself; who are you and what brought you 
here?” 

“First, you tell me something about yourself. What is your name 
and how do you live all alone in this cave? How did you know my 
name if you had never seen me before?” 

“Well, my son, my name is Esma‘il, and I was forty years old when 
I turned my back on the world and its creatures and cut short my 
eating and drinking, It became clear to me then that the world is not 
to be trusted, and that in the end, I would have to die and leave this 
place. In the next world everything will be accounted for and com- 
pensated for, even to the extent that if a sheep with a horn should 
butt another sheep which had no horn, the horn would be taken away 
from the first sheep and given to the second one in the afterworld. 
Anybody who doubts this and does not believe in the Resurrection is 
an infidel. Thus the intelligent person is he who sees the consequences 
of his behavior and sets his heart on that which is permanent, not 
passing. He will abandon the world and all that is in it and turn his 
face to the other world so that he will not be ashamed before God on 
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the Last Day, when all must go before Him. That is why I came here 
to pray in this cave and live off the fruit that grows in the valley. In 
this way I hear no evil, speak no lies, see nothing that is forbidden, 
do nothing sinful, eat nothing forbidden, and feel no vengeance in 
my heart. I pray continuously night and day and live here winter and 
summer. Because of the excess of my devotion and the deficiency in 
my eating, an angel speaks to me in dreams. Last night the angel 
told me that today someone named Ashub would come to me, and 
that is how I knew your name." 

[Ashub told his story to the hermit, who instructed him to catch a 
pari at the spring and bring the pari to him. Ashub caught the pari 
princess Ruhana, who told him that her brother fell in love with 
Turan Dokht and carried her away. A sorceress, Jandala, loved the 
brother, however, and stole Turan Dokht from him and trapped 
Mozaffar Shah in the fire.] 

“Queen,” said Ashub to the pari, “what can we do about this, be- 
cause I am not going to give up my quest?” 

“Until you destroy Jandala, you will not break these spells. She holds 
the key to all the spells.” 

“Where can we find Jandala?” 

“She has many places in the world, but she has two regular places 
that nobody, not even a div or a pari can get to.” 

“Where are these places?” 

“One of her places is beyond the Burning Desert. That is where 
Turan Dokht is. Her other place is in the golden castle on Crystal 
Mountain.” 

“How far away is the Burning Desert that you spoke of? How long 
would it take to get there? How would one go?” 

"If you know the way and can get past a hundred thousand divs 
and paris safely, and travel day and night, it would take you ten years 
on foot. If you want to go to Crystal Mountain, you must go by sea. 
If you have a ship and a fair wind, you can make it there in seven 
years. Of course, when you arrive there, Jandala might not be there. If 
she should be there, and you caught sight of her, you would die of 
fright on the spot for even a lion or a hydra couldn't stand seeing her." 

When Ashub heard this, he fell to weeping and wailing so that a 
stone would have been moved to tears. He wept for Mozaffar Shah’s 
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youth and beauty, his majesty and independence, his handsome face 
and black beard, and his jealousy and loyalty to Turan Dokht. When 
his weeping had gone out of control, Ruhana felt sorry for him and 
said, “You are a javanmard. I have heard that among men loyalty 
and fidelity are not common, but you show such loyalty to your 
companion and he is so loyal to his beloved, that I want to know who 
you are. You are a faithful friend." 

Ashub told her his name and spoke at length of the greatness and 
majesty, the bravery and generosity and humanity of Mozaffar Shah. 

“Queen,” said the hermit, “you are a Princess of the kingdom of 
Qaf and he is a Prince of Iran. If you would be kind enough to help 
him, maybe he could escape the trap he is in.” 

“I can take Ashub there, and if Jandala is not there I can take him 
to Crystal Mountain, but three things prevent me from doing it. First, 
it would be dangerous to Ashub to take him, for there are a hundred 
thousand divs and paris along the way. They will surely see him and 
kill him. Secondly, it is even dangerous for me. Third, if I take Ashub 
there, what will he do with Jandala, for there is not a div on Mt. Qaf 
who can stand up to her, she is so powerful.” . 

“Since I have vowed to die in the Misc if necessary, I will cer- 
tainly try my best to succeed." 

“I will take you, then, but what shall I do so that you can’t be 
seen?” . 

“When I first came here,” said Esma‘il, “there were a lot of divs 
and paris around and I was always very afraid of them. An angel came 
to me in a dream and taught me a prayer which would render me in- 
visible to them. Whenever I would say that prayer, they could no 
longer see me, and now I will teach it to Ashub. When he learns it, 
however, I shall forget it, for the angel told me that I would remember 
- it as long as I told nobody else about it, but as soon as I passed it along, 

I would forget it. I am used to these paris now and am not afraid of 
‘them any longer, so I will teach it to Ashub." 

“If you will teach him this prayer, then I promise to do my best to 
take him there,” said Ruhana. “Maybe he can catch that sorceress and 
rid the world of her tyranny.” 

Esma*i] then taught Ashub the formula, which was in Hebrew and 
consisted of seven names of God, and made him repeat it until he 
knew it. 
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“There is one more thing that we have to do. We have to remove his 
smell. Paris have an acute sense of smell for humans, and even if they 
could not see him they could smell him. If I remove his smell, he will 
be perfectly safe." 

“Do what you must do, then,” said Esma"il. 

“I have to go to the land of the paris,” said Ruhana. “There is a tree 
there with seven branches, and each branch of it belongs to one of the 
kings of the jinns. The tree has leaves the size of a shield, and they 
have the quality of removing one's odor when rubbed on the body. I 
will go now and bring back one of the leaves." 

“I know that paris don't lie," said Esma‘il, “especially you, who are 
a princess and worship God. Nevertheless, for Ashub's peace of mind, 
swear that you will return quickly." 

She so swore. 

Ruhana returned on the second day. “I have brought the leaf,” she 
said. "Now we must go to a certain mountain where there is a special 
spring. You have to wash yourself in that spring water with this leaf 
to take away your smell. Then you can say your prayer, and with God's 
help we will set out. Maybe we can catch that wretch." 

Ashub and Ruhàna kissed Esma‘il’s hand and asked for his blessing 
as they left the cave. 

“Look back," said Ruhana to Ashub. As Ashub's back was turned, 
Ruhána changed herself into a large onager and motioned him to 
climb on her back. When he was firmly seated and holding tightly to 
her mane, he chanted the prayer and the onager rose from the ground 
and flew through the air. They left the valley in an instant and flew 
fast past mountains and dales, forests and deserts. Ashub held on 
tightly with his knees as the onager rose higher and higher, moving 
like a cloud in the sky, like the wind across the desert. They flew thus 
until sunset, when a great mountain, as red as pigeon’s blood appeared 
below them. This was Agate Mountain. Ruhána came down beside a 
spring where there was a stone pool with agate slabs around it, a 
terrifying place that made the heart quail. 

"Hurry and undress so that I can wash you,” she said to Ashub. 
“The sooner we leave here the better, for this place is never free of 
divs and paris. It is a sacred place for them.” 

Ashub undressed and Ruhana rubbed him with the leaf. Then he 
washed himself in the water and dressed again. He had scarcely 


13I 


LOVE AND WAR 


finished dressing when a cloud approached swiftly. When Ruhàna saw 
the cloud, she shouted to Ashub, “This cloud is full of divs and paris. 
You do what you can, for I am leaving!” 

Ruhàna disappeared as the cloud came closer. Riise saw that disse 
was no escape, so he clung to a stone and chanted his prayer. When 
the cloud arrived, a group of divs and paris appeared, among whom 
was a girl dressed in colorful clothes and more beautiful than the shin- 
ing sun. All the other divs and paris paid honor to her. Nobody saw 
or smelled Ashub, but he saw them and heard all that they said. 

The beautiful girl spoke to one of her companions. “Parvana, have 
you any news of Jandala?” she asked. 

“I only know that a young Persian named Mozaffar Shah was trying 
to find Turan Dokht, but Jandala surrounded him with a trench of 
fire.” 

“As long as that witch is alive, neither pari, div nor man will be able 
to rescue him.” | 

'The group stayed a while longer, performed certain ceremonies, and 
left. 

Ashub was looking all around for Ruhana when suddenly she 
appeared beside a rock. "Why did you leave me here alone?" he 
demanded. 

“That girl that you saw,” she answered, "is my cousin Mahleqa, a 
princess too. It would not have been right for her to see me here alone, 
and they could not see you because of your prayer. Let's go now, for 
this is a difficult spot to be in." 

'They went to a nearby place and spent the night. 'The next morning 
Ashub prayed for the safety of Mozaffar Shah, and when he was 
finished, Ruhàána said, "Let's go, because we have a long way and 
many risks ahead of us." 

Ashub climbed onto Ruhina’s back, held tightly to her hair and 
they flew off. 

[They flew over the Western Sea, stopping on islands for the night.] 

Ruhāna was a pari princess but was of a pure race, had a good na- 
ture, and wanted to do good. She carried Ashub on her back out of a 
desire for a good reputation, and to help rescue Mozaffar Shah. She 
bore him over the sea until night fell and they landed on a heavily 
wooded island, the most pleasant place that Ashub had ever seen. He 
asked her where they were. 


132 


LOVE AND WAR 


“This is called Manzar Island, and it is a lush place, full of wonders 
and strange sights. Beyond this island is the land of Greece where 
there are 4,444 cities. The people there are all sun and fire worshippers 
or idolators. When we have crossed this sea there will be seven high 
mountains, each of which takes a month to climb, a month to cross and 
a month to descend. After the mountains there is the Burning Desert, 
three thousand farsangs wide. It is a burning land that has never seen 
a cloud or a growing plant since God created it. Beyond the Burning 
Desert is another high, dark mountain where there are a hundred thou- 
sand snakes swarming, each one, five to ten yards long. After this is 
another rainless desert, three hundred farsangs wide which no div or 
pari can cross. At the end of the desert is a range of mountains over- 
grown with bitter-fruited trees. In that range is a valley, and there, is 
the castle in which Turan Dokht is being kept prisoner. This is one 
of Jandala’s places, and if we find her there, well and good. If not, we 
have no choice but to cross the seven seas to the golden palace on 
Crystal Mountain and seek her there.” 

“When can we start, for we have a long road ahead of us,” asked 
Ashub. 

“It is three days since we left the old hermit. With the help of God I 
will have you there in ten more days. I do this at the risk of my life, 
but I have pledged to serve you. This is only on the condition that if 
God makes you victorious and you capture Jandala, you give her to me 
alive.” 

Ashub agreed. 

[The two have crossed the deserts and mountain ranges and reach 
the final mountain.] 

They struggled through the darkness and eventually reached the 
summit of Black Mountain. Ruhana put Ashub down and said, 
“Ashub, I can’t go any further. You go ahead, yourself. After you 
leave this forest you will come to a castle which I have never seen, al- 
though I have heard about it. When you get into the castle try to see 
Turan Dokht and ask her about Jandala.” 

“What are you going to do now?” 

“I will wait nearby and keep an eye on you. Don’t worry about me. 
If you need me I will be here to help you, otherwise I will look out for 
myself.” 

Ashub spent that night on top of the mountain and the next morn- 
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ing said good-bye to Ruhàna and set out. There was a bad smell in 
the air because all the trees of that valley bore bitter fruit and the 
waters were salty and bitter. After a long walk, he came to the castle, 
tall and black. The gate was open so he went in and looked around. 
He saw nothing much until he discovered a door which opened onto 
a pretty garden full of flowers and fruit trees. In the center of the 
garden was a glass dome, so transparent that what was inside could 
be seen clearly from the outside. As he peered in, he saw there a seated 
figure weeping and lamenting in a hopeless manner, shedding so many 
tears that the ground below was a sea of mud. Ashub recognized 
Turan Dokht and went to greet her at the door of the dome. At his 
greeting she raised her head in amazement. “What is happening?" she 
asked herself. “Am I awake or dreaming? If I am dreaming, don't 
let me wake up, but if I am awake, hurrah!" 

“You are awake,” said Ashub. “I am Ashub the *Ayyar and I have 
come to find you." 

* Ashub, how did you do it? 'The divs and paris, and even an alli- 
gator wouldn't dare come here." 

[Ashub told her the story of Mozaffar Shàh and the magic fire, and 
of his journey with the pari Ruhana. Turin Dokht wept for Mozaffar 
Shah.] 

“Where is Jandala?" asked Ashub. | 

“She comes here every few days, gives me a great fright, leaves me 
some of that fruit, and goes away again." 

*But you are not bound in any way. Why don't you come out so 
that we can get out of here?" l 

“I may not be in bonds, but I can't get up from this seat or move at 
all." og 

“Why not?" ` 

“Because whenever I move this dome goes up into the air and starts 
to spin around. I become dizzy and it gets dark. If I don’t sit down 
right away I will die." 

“Get up and let me see this.” 

Turàn Dokht got up from her seat and the dome rose into the air 
and began to spin. It spun so fast that she became dizzy and fell down 
unconscious. She came to after a while and looked very pale. *Now do 
you see what torture I am in?" she asked. 
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“Mozaffar Shah is worse off than you are. You are sitting here in a 
dome with a garden and trees all around you, while he is in the midst 
of a fire. First of all we have to try to catch that wretched Jandala, for 
if we can catch her, these two spells will be broken. Where can I find 
her now?” 

“I don't know where she is, but I do know that it is quite a while 
since she has been here and she should show up very soon, today or 
tomorow. But if she does come, Ashub, how will you handle her, for 
she is a powerful and terrifying sorceress. She is three hundred years 
old and all the pari kings on Mt. Qaf are helpless before her.” 

“I know a special prayer containing some of the names of God that 
makes me invisible to divs, paris and wizards. Besides, I have vowed to 
lay down my life to help you two.” 

They talked all night, and the next morning after Ashub had said 
his prayer, a terrible stench descended on the garden. — — 

“This means that Jandala is about to arrive,” said Turan Dokht. 

A moment later an extremely ugly old woman, tall and heavy with 
a huge head and thick body, a cold breath, dark blue eyes, a nose like a 
fire-thrower’s pot, a wide mouth, camel lips, boar teeth, swarthy chin, 
tangled, verminous yellow hair, flat forehead, humped back, thick 
limbs, pot belly, stone heart, long nails, shriveled breasts and a blue 
dress open in the front, entered the garden like a cloud of smoke. 
Turan Dokht trembled with fear. . 

Ashub drew his dagger, chanted his prayer again, and called on - 
God for help. Jandala passed in front of Ashub but thanks to his 
protective charm she could not see him. Turning her back to Ashub, 
she addressed Turan Dokht. 

“I am not your enemy, my dear,” she said. "The one I don't like is 
that pari, Qeysan, who chose you over me and took you out of the 
human world to Mt. Qaf. I was jealous and stole you from him. I am 
keeping you here but not to kill, because you have done no wrong. 
You have a lover, Mozaffar Shah, though, and he came after you to 
take you away from me. I don't want to kill him either, so I cast a 
spell on him, too, a spell that can only be broken when I get what I 
want. I have learned however, that Mozaffar Shah has a servant called 
Ashub the *Ayyar, and he and Ruhana, the pari, came this way search- 
ing for me. I came here as fast as I could, first to settle his business, 
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and then to kill you. Tell me the truth now, have that * ayyar. and 
Ruhäna been here?" 

“Queen, there isn't a div or pari on Mt. Qaf who would dare come 
here. If a bird should fly by here its feathers would drop out, or if a 
lion should pass by, his claws would fall out for fear of you. How 
could Ashub get here? Who would dare?" 

“If Ashub wanted to come alone he could not make it in fifty years, 
but that short-haired nuisance of a pari brought him here. I have 
been told that Ruhana has been seen coming in this direction, but - 
nobody was with her." 

“I swear that I have seen nobody and know nothing about this.” 

All this time Ashub was standing in front of Turin Dokht and 
she was watching him, but Jandala could not see him, thanks to his 
special prayer. He knew that the sorceress could not see him. Turàn 
Dokht saw him begin to move closer and she trembled, wondering 
what would happen. Putting his trust in God, he reached out and 
grabbed Jandala by the hair over her forehead. Jandala felt herself 
being pulled by the hair but could not see what was doing it. Ashub 
pulled her again and she was totally at a loss as to what was happening 
to her. He hit her several times on the head until she collapsed, then 
began to slash her with his dagger until the blood flowed. 'Though she 
still could not see him, Turan Dokht could, and she watched as Ashub 
dragged the sorceress to a nearby tree and stripped off her clothes. She 
struggled but it was no use, and Ashub tied her securely to the tree. 
Then he took out a steel needle to push into her brain, for he had 
seen Behruz do this to Moqantara to take away all his magical powers. 
A steel needle will protect one from the evil of divs and wizards. 
Jandala had a large head and Ashub pushed the needle hard. It caused 
Jandala such pain that she forgot all her magic. Ashub felt safe then, 
and revealed himself to her. She saw standing before her a large, 
ruddy man with a long beard, moustache that. spread wide, and a 
glittering dagger in his hand, and she was terrified. 

At this moment Ruhána arrived and praised Ashub in glowing 
terms for the heroic deed that he had done. 

“Its your fault that this happened to me, you hussy,” screamed 
Jandala. “You brought him here, otherwise he would not have made it 
in a thousand years." 

“These are your bad deeds coming back to you,” said Ruhana. 
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“Well, you have me, but how will you escape my sister, ‘Ajela, who 
is a thousand times better sorceress than I am?" 

“You are going to get what is coming to you, and God will protect 
us from her." 

Ashub cut a stick and beat Jandala with it until she was bleeding 
all over and asked for mercy. "What do you want of me?" she asked 
Ruhina. “Tell me and I will grant it." 

“Take what you deserve and prepare to die, for I am going to kill 
you," answered the pari. “If you don't want to die, break these two 
spells so that your two prisoners can go free." 

*Nobody in the world can break these spells unless I allow it," said 
the sorceress. “If you kill me the spells will not break and those two 
will die still enchanted." l 

“Release them or I will kill you!” 

“Only on the condition that if I release them, Ashub won't kill 
me." 

Ashub swore that he would not kill her if she would free Turan . 
Dokht and Mozaffar Shah. 

*On the other side of this mountain is the Sea of Darkness, and the 
key to the spells is in that sea. You must go there to break the spells." 

“What do you say to that?" he asked Ruhana. | 

“We have no choice,” she replied. 

Ashub untied Jandala, sat on her shoulders and tied a cord to the 
steel needle in her head. Ruhàna followed behind as Ashub spurred 
Jandala on with pricks of his dagger. It was morning when they 
took off into the air, and they reached their destination in the evening, 
crossing many forests, mountains and deserts. There Ashub saw an 
endless sea from which a mist rose like smoke to darken the world. He 
could scarcely see his hand in front of his face for the fog. 

“This is a terrible place, Ashub,” said Ruhana. “No div or pari, 
bird or beast has ever been here, and there is no living thing in this 
sea. God willing, we will come out of this all right, but be careful 
that Jandala does not get away from you.” 

“Jandala, be quick about it and tell us what we have to do,” ordered 
Ashub as they approached the shore. 

“There is a carved seal in my hair,” said Jandala. “Take it out and 
hold it up to the sea and something will happen.” 

Ashub felt through her hair and found a black stone with a seal 
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engraved on it. When he held it up to the sea, the water began to 
surge and boil and a moment later a huge bull with a great head, red 
eyes and long horns appeared on the surface. The bull, as big as an 
elephant, slowly came toward them roaring a loud and terrifying roar. 
Ashub and Ruhána were trembling with fright. 

“You dog of a witch,” said Ashub to Jandala, “what are we sup- 
posed to do about this?” 

“You have to slit open his belly. In it you will find a small casket, 
which you will open. Two black birds will fly out, and the spells will 
be broken.” . 

“I am afraid to go near this bull,” said Ashub; “there is something 
about it that scares me.” 

“This bull is a div,” said Ruhana. “Chant your prayer and go ahead, 
for we have no choice.” . 

Ashub chanted his prayer, drew his dagger and went forward. Since 
the bull was of the race of the jinns, Ashub became invisible to it. 
Ashub went up to the bull, ripped open its belly with his dagger and 
let its entrails fall out on the ground. He sighed with relief when the 
bull died. As Jandala had instructed him to do, he-reached into the 
bull's belly, drew out a small steel box and opened the top of it. Two 
^. black birds came out and flew away. 

“Those two are free now, and the spells are broken,” said Jandala. 
“Now let me go!” | 
` “I still have some business with you,” said Ruhana. Ashub climbed 
on her back again and they flew off to return to 'Turan Dokht. 

* * x 

Mozaffar Shah sat surrounded by fire and ate the fruit from the tree. 
He suffered a lot from the fire and from not knowing. what had 
happened to Ashub. He prayed constantly for release from his bondage 
and to be with his companions again. As he sent his prayers aloft, sud- 
denly the trench of fire disappeared and the heat cooled off. After 
prostrating himself in thanksgiving, he saddled his horse and headed 
for the valley beyond the mountain. There he heard Esma‘il’s voice 
and went toward his cave. Esma‘il told him to wash himself in the 
spring, then return and enter the cave. The Prince performed his ablu- - 
tions, dressed, and returned to the cave to kiss the hermit's hand. 

“Are you Mozaffar Shah who has just been released from the circle - 
of fire? An angel gave me word of you last night. Ashub has succeeded 
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in capturing Jandala too. Stay here with me and wait for them, for 
they will return here." 

Mozaffar Shah was glad to stay with the hermit, and together they 
thanked God and waited for the return of Ashub. 

* * 0x 

When Ashub got up on Jandala's shoulders, Ruhana followed behind 
and they set off. It was evening when they started, and all through the 
dark night they flew over plains and deserts until the morning when 
they reached the castle where Turin Dokht was. When they returned, 
Turan Dokht was sitting in her dome, praying for deliverance. They | 
told her what had happened, and she stood up. The dome did not 
move until she stepped out, but as soon as she had left it, it began to 
spin rapidly, sank into the earth, and disappeared. 

“Let me go now!” said Jandala. “The spells are all broken." 

“I still have a score to settle with you,” said Ruhana. “Ashub, we 
have to leave here right away. I will carry Turin Dokht and you sit 
on Jandala’s shoulders so that we can return to Mozaffar Shah quickly. 
There is no time to delay!” 

Ruhàna picked up Turan Dokht, Ashub got up on Jandala and 
off they flew. They crossed the Burning Desert and the seven moun- 
tains and all the other land and sea that they had to cross, and after a 
long and difficult trip they came down at the cave again. The hermit 
knew of their coming and told Mozaffar Shah who rushed out to 
embrace his friends, crying with happiness. Turán Dokht bowed be- 
fore her lover and thanked God that He had brought her back to him. 
The Prince praised Ashub for what he had done, and Ashub gave the 
credit to God and Ruhina the Pari. 

[The hermit died and they buried him. Ruhàna delivered Mozaffar 
Shah and Turan Dokht to Rum, then flew off taking Jandala with 
her. Mozaffar Shah was captured by the Caesar's fleeing army and 
was taken to Istanbul. Ashub saved Turan Dokht and returned with 
her to the Persians at Kayseri. Darab returned to Persia with part of 
the army. Firuz Shah captured Istanbul and the Caesar and freed 
Mozaffar Shah. They all returned to Kayseri.] 

* * * * 

One day Firuz Shàh was drinking wine and all of the Persian nobles 
were with him, plus others such as King Sarvar of Yemen and his son, 
the Caesar, Sekandar Shah and King Masruq. Firuz Shah had forgiven 
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the foreign kings for their rebelliousness and they were enjoying them- 
selves now in his court. Suddenly they heard an uproar outside and 
cries for justice. 

“Who is calling for justice?" asked Firuz Shah. 

“They are a group of merchants, all wounded,” he was told. 

“Bring them in so that I can find out who has been oppressing 
them.” 

“Long live the King!” they cried. “We have been done a great 
injury.” 

“Bring them in!” repeated the Prince. 

Dirty and pale, they straggled in, their heads bound in bandages. 
They threw themselves on the ground before Firuz Shah, wailing and 
crying out, but the Prince said, “Calm down. Stop moaning and tell 
me the truth of what happened to you.” 

“Long live the King,” they said. “We are merchants and had a lot 
of goods. When we learned that you had returned from Istanbul and 
had made the country safe, we set out for our destination. But when 
we were near here, a band of horsemen attacked us, killed some of our 
party, and took what we had. We followed them to a castle on top 
of a hill in the forest. When we went into the castle, weeping, and 
asked them to give us back our goods, they refused. We told them that 
if they did not give us back our property, we would go to Firuz Shah 
and seek justice. As their answer they killed another of us and took 
whatever we had left. We have come before you now because you are a 
just king.” 

“Caesar!” shouted Firuz Shah angrily, “what castle is this that they 
are speaking of? Why hasn’t it come under our command after all 
this time?” 

“They are a wild group,” answered the Caesar, “and they have a 
powerful fortress. They have put their faith in the height and strength 
of their castle. Nobody can do anything about them; they have never 
bowed to any king in this country, and they were constantly at 
war with my father. I recognized them and sent them money, 
and they were satisfied to plunder caravans. Now they have gone 
too far, but maybe, with the good fortune of the Prince, this can be 
changed.” 

“What shall we do about it?” asked Firuz Shah. 

“I have seen that fortress," said Behruz. “When I was going to 
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Istanbul to bring back Mozaffar Shah, these same people caught me on 
the way back. They took me inside and hung me upside down on 
a gallows trying to kill me. I hung there until midnight, when someone 
who had come to fetch water from the spring took pity on me and 
cut me down. If that javanmard had not set me free they surely would 
have killed me. It is a tremendous place; I have never seen anything 
like it." 

“It is no good trying to take it by force,” said the Caesar. "My father 
and I tried many times and we never succeeded. Besides this, they do 
some very strange things there." 

“What do you mean by that?” asked the Prince. 

“With every other castle in the world, when an army attacks it, | 
the practice is to bar the gate and fight from the top of the walls. With 
this castle things are different. When an army attacks it and is unable 
to make any headway, they throw open the castle gate and sit drinking 
and enjoying themselves. Nobody dares approach them. They do this 
because they have a large spring of water inside the fortress. Long ago 
they cut two water channels through the walls, one in front and the 
other in the back. When the water builds up inside and becomes ex- 
cessive, it can run out these canals. When they are attacked by an 
enemy, they will fight, but i£ the enemy seems powerful, they divert the 
water from the channels to a special gate. 'The water rushes out this 
gate and down the road—there is only one road—onto the enemy. 'The 
flood is so overwhelming that it will knock over an elephant. There is 
no way up the mountain other than that one road, which is very nar- 
row, because the back of the castle faces over a valley two farsangs 
deep. I have also heard that there is a great treasure hidden up there, 
but nobody knows where it is." 

“Send a letter to the fortress," said Firuz Shah. “If they won't submit, 
then we will have to think of another plan." 

Firuz Shah ordered them to write a letter to Qaraghan, Chief of the 
fortress, which said: "Why have you not submitted and paid homage 
to us? What is the source of your pride? As soon as you have read this 
letter, come out of Lu'lu castle at once and give back whatever you 
have taken from those merchants. You must stop opposing the Caesar, 
and whatever treasure you have there you must present to my army. 
I£ you do this, I will turn your fortress back to you again, but if you 
do not do these things, and instead put your faith in the strength of 


I4I 


LOVE AND WAR 


your fortress, I swear by God that I will capture your castle even if 
it takes me a hundred years. I will not leave off until I have hanged you 
from the main gate and distributed your treasure to my soldiers." 

They gave the letter to Tareq to carry to the fortress. As soon as he 
started up the trail Qaraghan was alerted; he allowed Tareq to come up 
safely. When Tareq reached the top, he found a tall, powerful fortress 
with a steel door. 

“Who are you?” they asked him. 

“I have brought a letter from the King of Persia, Firuz Shah.” 

They took the letter to Qaraghàn who read it with anger. He tore the 
letter to shreds and shouted down to Tareq from the walls. “Firuz Shah 
has written harsh words to me, but I will not go to him and I have 
no fear of him or his army. Nor will I give back any trader’s goods. 
Come on and show me what you plan to do about it, for I will not 
go to him!” 

“Firuz Shah is the Lord of the Age,” Tareq shouted back at him. 
“He won't give up until he takes your fortress. It would be better if 
you came along now, for he is a javanmard and will give your domain | 
back to you.” 

Qaraghan reached for his arrows and Tareq sped back to Firuz Shah 
to report. 

“We'll have to go,” said the Prince. 

“But there is no place to bivouac an army,” said Tareq. “There are 
trees and water standing all around the castle, and it is a very difficult 
space.” 

“Prince, I think it would be better if we satisfied these merchants 
and got out of here,” said the Caesar. “We will never be able to take 
that fortress and we will only waste our time.” 

“I swear that I will not give up until I capture it and hang Qaraghan 
from the gate," said the Prince. 

Firuz Shah set out with ten thousand men and approached the for- 
tress. As Tareq had said, it was a difficult space full of trees and stand- 
ing water. The mountain was high, the road was winding, and on 
the other side was a deep valley. The Prince ordered them to beat the 
drums, and Qaraghàn knew that an army had arrived. He sent a mes- 
senger down the mountain as the Persians were preparing for battle. 
The messenger stood on a rock and shouted so that all the Persians 
could hear. 
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"Oarághàn the Chief of Lu'lu castle says that it is good that you 
have come here. If you sit here for a thousand years you will not 
remove so much as one brick from this castle. Your reputation as 
world-conquerors will be ruined." 

Qaraghàn ordered them to open the floodgate and let loose the water 
while they were relaxing and amusing themselves. The water rushed 
down from the summit of the mountain, making a fearful noise in 
the forest. Firuz Shah saw the flood coming down, carrying large 
. boulders with it. The water dispersed in the forest but Firuz Shah knew 
then that they could not take that fortress by storm. “I won't go back 
until I have captured it,” he said to himself. “First, however, we have 
to prepare a place to camp.” 

He ordered several thousand men to fell trees and level the ground 
so that they could camp there. It took them several days and a great 
deal of effort, but finally they had readied enough space for three thou- 
sand men, All their plans for capturing the castle seemed futile and 
the nobles were in favor of going back home. “That would be very bad 
for our reputations,” said Firuz Shah. “If we go back now and don’t 
take this castle, after we are dead they will say that Firuz Shah and 
the Persian fighters weren’t up to it and couldn’t do it.” : 

“With the good luck of the Prince, I will take this castle, and put 
all their treasure into the Prince's treasury," announced Behruz the 
“Ayyar. 

“Behruz,” said Firuz Shah, “you have done a lot for me and I am 
obliged to you, but if you can capture this fortress and ease my mind, 
I will give you whatever you want.” 

“I will even do it tonight,” said Behruz. “Let Tareq come with me, 
and you please do whatever he asks.” 

The two ‘ayyars left the court, and outside Tareq said to Behruz, 
“That was quite a claim that you made!” 

“Come with me and I will show you how we are going to get into 
this castle.” 

They set out for the valley behind the castle, a deep valley full of 
trees. From where they were the top of the castle was not even visible, 
so high was it. The cliff wall was so straight and smooth that not even 
an ant could climb it. 

“This is where we will go up,” said Behruz. 

“How can we go up here, there is no way at all?” 
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"See that tree growing out of the rock? I will catch it with my rope, 
then from there I will catch that stone column higher up, and so on, 
till I reach the base of the castle. Then I will go over the wall. When 
I am in the castle I will divert the water, and that will be the signal. Be 
ready and follow me up quickly when the flow of water becomes less, 
and this way we will capture the fortress." 

"This is an amazing feat that you are planning. Have you ever done 
anything like this before?" 

“Yes, Firuz Shah and I captured the fortress of Jamila in Yemen this 
same way. You go now and tell Firuz Shah to stand by and wish us 
well because we are going to do something great." 

‘Tareq returned and told the Prince of the plan. 

Behruz waited until night had fallen and all was dark. Behruz, 
that fighter, that day-walker and night-watcher, took in hand his 
lasso, curled like a bride's tresses, donned his mask and made himself 
as light as possible. With him he had his glittering dagger and the 
equipment that he would need for night work. As the moon rose over 
the mountain lighting the world, he threw his lasso and it caught on 
that tree. Like a bird he went up it, steadied himself in the tree, 
coiled his rope, and looked up. He saw a column of stone protruding 
slightly. Maybe God had created him just for this task, for whatever 
God wants accomplished He first creates the instruments and means 
for, thought the *ayyar. Behruz threw the rope again, caught it on the 
stone, and went up again. Thus he worked his way up the cliff. He 
threw his rope seventy times that night and finally reached the base of 
the castle wall. Here he was stymied though, for he had depended on 
being able to scale the castle wall using his rope, but the wall was too 
high and he could not throw the rope to the top. His lasso was forty 
yards long but the wall was sixty yards high, and the *ayyar began to 
be discouraged after getting so far. He felt that his only hope lay in 
finding a crack in the wall, but the stones were set tightly and offered 
no hold. At a loss, he sent up a prayer for help. 

It was the will of God that since those inside had diverted the water 
and sent it down the path, there was very little water in the normal 
channel which emptied into the valley. Behruz found the water chan- 
nel and saw that it was large enough for a man to crawl through. It 
was a copper pipe, made long ago, and Behruz knew then that this 
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was the way into the fortress. He said a prayer, entered the pipe, and 
after a long way reached the end of it which was beside the spring in 
the middle of the fortress. He sprang out of the pipe in time to see two 
people coming toward him to fetch water. 'They were talking to each 
other. Behruz sat there as if he were washing his hands and overheard 
their conversation. 

"King Qaraghan and everyone else in the fortress are drinking 
wine tonight. The enemy is sitting down below and everybody here 
is drunk. This is really bad, and I wish that at least they had told the 
gatekeeper not to get drunk." 

"What are you worried about?" asked the other. “The Persians 
could sit down there for a thousand years and they would never be 
able to do anything. If there were nobody else here, an old woman 
could hold this fortress against anybody. The Persians are stupid to 
wait down there." 

They took their water and left. 

Behruz followed the water along until he came to the headgate. 
Beside the water and the arch of the gate there were two long stone 
benches facing each other and about a hundred soldiers were there 
drinking wine and watching the headgate. Behruz watched them in 
the light of their lamp and said to himself, "The Persians will not 
come up until I divert the water, and I can not do that as long as all 
these guards are awake. How shall I put them to sleep?" 

He was pondering this and praying for an inspiration when the 
officer in charge spoke up. “Go to the chief of the castle and tell him 
that it is still early and we are out of wine. Ask him to send us some 
more." 

A rookie headed for the chief's quarters, and Behruz followed him to 
the door, where he gave the guard the message. Qaraghàn was drunk 
but he said to the guard, *Give him such and such a skin of wine and 
tell him to stay awake and alert and guard the headgate and water 
properly." 

The guard handed the wineskin over to the soldier, who was very 
drunk. He shouldered the heavy skin and started back. 

“Hey!” shouted Behruz to him. “Who are you and where are you 
going?” 

“Are you blind? Don’t you know who I am? I am Zaghàn and I 
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am taking this skin of wine from the chief to the guards at the head- 
gate. Who are you?" 

“Don’t you recognize me? I am Behruz the *Ayyar, servant of Firuz 
Shah, and I have come to capture the fortress.” 

“You are lying,” said the soldier in surprise. “Even a bird couldn't 
fly up here. Where did you come from?" 

“I came through the water channel.” 

The soldier wanted to shout out, but as he epee his mouth Behruz 
stabbed him in the chest with his dagger. He dragged the body away 
and went to the spring where he diverted the water into the water 
channels so that it diminished at the headgate. He picked up the wine- 
skin and set off for the headgate himself. 

The guards noticed that the water had diminished for no apparent 
reason. They sent a soldier to the spring to see what had happened, 
and on the way he met Behruz coming along with the wineskin. 
“Zaghan,” he called, “you just came from the spring. Do you know 
why the water went down?” 

“You take this wineskin to the men and I will go see what hap- 

pened,” answered Behruz. 
. He passed the wineskin to the soldier and returned to the spring, 
while the soldier returned to the headgate and said that he had sent 
Zaghan to check on the spring. They opened the wineskin. It was the 
chief’s special wine, and Behruz, to secure his future in this world and 
the next, had thrown in a couple handfuls of a knockout powder. He 
had made the wine even more special, because whoever drank it now 
would drink no more and would sleep till the Resurrection. Behruz 
increased the water a little and stood at a distance watching them 
drinking. He watched for three rounds and when he was sure that 
they all had drunk from the wineskin he diverted all of the water, 
drew his dagger and returned to the headgate. 

As the wine and the drug began to have their effect, they all started 
talking. One said, “Friends, there is blood instead of water in this 
stream.” 

Another said, “Your head looks like a dog’s head to me.” 

A third said, “You don’t have any head at all.” 

They all raved on until they fell unconscious. Behruz knew that 
there was no time for delay, so he sharpened his dagger on their blood. 
He came down on them like Judgment from above, bloodied his hands 
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on those cursed infidels, and rid the world of their evil oppression. As 
fast as a wink, or as quickly as a starving man gobbles up a piece of 
bread, Behruz separated the heads from the bodies of those unbelievers 
and ran their blood in that channel instead of water. 

The Persians were below, waiting. When they saw that the water 
which had been flowing down from the castle had tapered off and 
stopped, they reported to Firuz Shah that Behruz had done his job. 
'They jumped up, and using their swords to help them, those warlike 
young Persians swarmed up the mountain as quickly as the water had 
flowed down. They raced up like a fire, and halfway up they noticed 
that blood was flowing down instead of water. "Why should there be 
blood flowing here instead of water?” they asked Firuz Shah. 

“This blood is Behruz's message that he has done his work,” said 
Ashub. "This blood is flowing from his dagger, and this is his handi- 
work. We have to hurry, for now it is time for us to do our part." 

As they rushed up the trail, Behruz met them halfway coming 
down. Blood was dripping from his dagger as he greeted Firuz Shah. 
“With the good luck of the Prince, I have taken the castle,” he said. 
"Hurry and I will take you to Qaraghan’s quarters. We can capture 
him in bed.” 

It was midnight when they reached his quarters, and nobody was 
on guard there. Everybody was either asleep or drunk. Behruz and the 
Persian fighters swarmed into the hall and found where the chief had 
been drinking. Everybody there was asleep, and Qaraghan was asleep 
on his throne. “Get up!” shouted Behruz, kicking Qaraghan firmly in 
the head. “Why are you sleeping? It is morning.” 

Qaraghan opened one eye and saw that he was surrounded by men 
in armor with drawn swords. He did not like what he saw and 
closed his eye again. Again Behruz kicked him, saying, “Open up 
those eyes! Some honored guests have come!” 

They fell on Qaraghan and tied him up securely. 

“Who are you?” he asked. 

“Don’t you recognize me, you bastard?” said Behruz. “I am Behruz 
the ‘Ayyar whom you caught in the forest one day and hung upside © 
down. This is the Prince of Iran and Turan, Firuz Shah, whom you 
told not to try to capture this fortress. You thought that we were like 
the others, though, but now we have taken your castle!” 

That night all three thousand Persians who had been at the foot of 
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the mountain came up to the castle. When day dawned, Firuz Shah 
sat on the throne and his nobles were ranged about him. He sent. 
word to King Sarvar and the Caesar in the camp that the fortress of 
Lu'u had fallen, and those two kings joined him, praising him as the 
hero of the age. Firuz Shah ordered them to bring in Qaraghàn, bound 
hand and foot. “What happened to you, Qaraghan, is the result of your 
own bad actions, and now you are going to get what you deserve. 
What do you have here and where is it? Tell me the truth!" 

“I don't have anything, and if I had, I wouldn't give it to you. I 
am not afraid of you, so do whatever you want." 

“Hang this scoundrel by the neck at the castle gate,” ordered the 
Prince. They took him out and hanged him, and a large crowd 
gathered to watch. 

When they had finished with Qaraghan they sent for his vizier who 
came bowing to Firuz Shah. “Tell me the truth," said the Prince, 
"where is the treasure in this castle? If you lie to me I will kill you 
miserably, just as I did Qaraghan.” 

“We are your slaves,” he replied. “Whatever we have we shall hand 
over to you.” 

The vizier handed over an incomparable treasure, which had been 
stored there in ages past. The Persians also took Qaraghàn's personal 
treasure, and Firuz Shah ordered the vizier to return the merchants’ 
goods to them. 

“I have heard that there is another treasure here that also dates from 
very long ago,” said the Caesar. “Let’s find out where it is.” 

“We had heard the same thing,” said the vizier, “but we have never 
found it.” 

"Is there anything strange or unusual in this fortress?" asked Firuz 
Shah. 

“Yes, there is. There is a field of sand inside the fortress, in the mid- 
dle of which there is a stone statue of a man seven yards tall. His arms 
are outstretched, one to the east and one to the west. Outside the for- 
tress there are many other strange stone objects too.” 

“First, let’s go and have a look at that statue,” said the Prince. 

Taking Mozaffar Shah and Teytus, he went to inspect the stone 
figure. “This entire castle is built of black stone,” he said, “so there 
must be some secret to this sand.” 
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When they reached the statue they saw that one arm was extended 
diagonally upward, and the other hand contained sand. 

“The upright arm means treasure," announced Firuz Shah, "and 
sand in the other hand means that we should search for it in the sand 
below. Let's dig the sand away from the foot of the statue and see 
what we find." 

A squad of men dug down in the sand until they had gone about 
twenty feet and struck a large millstone. With great difficulty they were 
able to lift the stone. Beneath it a deep pit yawned, out of which came 
a loud sound. Remarking on the strange noise, the Prince threw a stone 
in to see how deep it was. It was a heavy stone, and after a few 
minutes it flew back out of the hole, went fifty yards in the air, and 
fell with a mighty thud on the ground. 

“Throw in a heavier one,” ordered the Prince. 

They threw in one weighing 150 pounds and this too flew out again. 
They tried it several times more, and the heavier the stone thrown in, 
the faster it came back out. 

“I am going down into this hole and see what is there,” said Behruz. 
“I can’t go in the dark though, so give me a lamp.” 

At the edge of the pit he found a set of steps cut into the stone. He 
started down, but after going only a few steps a strong gust of wind 
came and blew out his lamp. He climbed back up, relighted the lamp 
and started down again and again the wind blew out the lamp. He 
tried several times but with the same results, until finally he devised a 
hurricane lamp. They say that the first person in the world to build a 
hurricane lamp was Behruz, and he did it for this specific purpose. 
Behruz descended again, but after a hundred steps the stairs ended 
with more depth below to explore. As he peered down, he saw a huge 
steel wheel, spinning rapidly in the middle of the pit. He realized 
that it was this wheel which was throwing the stones up from below. 
After returning to the surface he described this to Firuz Shah and said, 
“This wheel is turned by the wind, and we can’t go any deeper into 
the pit until it stops. We will have to find out how the wind enters the 
pit and turns the wheel, and then stop it from outside.” 

“Tomorrow we will go out and look around,” said Firuz Shah. 
“Maybe we will find a way to stop it.” 

They spent the rest of that day drinking wine and relaxing, and the 
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next morning after several early draughts, the Prince and his com- 
panions rode out of the fortress to view what was there. At the back 
of the castle they found a tall tower carved out of solid rock and 
attached to the castle wall. On top of the tower were four stone lion 
heads, jaws wide open, facing north, south, east and west. 

“This is a strange sign," said Firuz Shah. “Somebody has to climb 
this tower to see why they built it this way." 

“I will go,” said Behruz. 

"How will You. climb up there?" asked the Prince. "Your rope will 
not reach the top." 

“With the good luck of the Prince I will go upside downy: replied 
Behruz. 

With this, he stood on his head with his feet in the air and his back 
to the tower and in this manner climbed to the top. They all stood 
dumbfounded, for nobody in the world had ever done such a thing 
before. When he reached the top he found that the tower was hollow 
and that the lion heads were so arranged that should the slightest 
breeze blow from any direction, an open mouth would catch it and 
send it down the hollow shaft of the tower. Behruz realized that he 
had to stop up the open mouths, so he took off his clothes and used 
them for this purpose. Then he came down and reported to Firuz 
Shah. 

"I think that that wheel was turned by the wind and the wind 
was channeled down this tower,” said the Prince. “Since you have 
stopped up the mouths, my guess is that the wheel will stop.” 

They returned to the fortress and went to the mouth of the pit. 
Behruz went down to check and returned to say that the wheel had 
stopped. He ordered them to throw a very heavy stone into the pit to 
shatter the wheel and break the spell. 

The next morning Behruz went down into the pit again. When 
he re-emerged he reported, “There is a side tunnel in this pit. I ex- 
plored it and found a steel door closed with a large steel padlock.” 

“I am going down to see what this is,” said Firuz Shah. 

They lighted their lamps and descended the steps to the last one then 
-on to the bottom of the pit on their ropes, and finally to the steel door 
in the tunnel. All the nobles with Firuz Shah tried to open the door 
with no success. “Let me try, too,” said the Prince, and by the will of 
God, when he put his hand on the door, it opened. 
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| Firuz Shah walked through the door and found several rooms 
carved out of the solid rock. In the center was a vaulted chamber 
containing a throne carved from ebony and ivory. Above the throne 
was suspended an inscribed tablet. The Prince climbed up on the 
throne, took down the tablet, and read out what was written upon it. It 
said: 

“You who take possession of this treasure, know that I lived 700 
years, ruled the world, and accumulated much treasure. I placed the 
treasure all together here, and now it has become yours. Take it and 
use it with success: eat with it and feed others, and never worry about 
two days, the day that has passed and the one which has not yet come. 
There is no depending on the world or what is in it. The wise man 
does not set his heart on the world, for its treasure and wealth are 
not worth the grief they bring. Act so as to achieve a good name, for 
those with a good name live on while those with a bad name die. Al- 
though I have left much treasure and many jewels, take this advice, 
for itis worth more than a thousand treasures." 

The nine maxims of King Tahmuras were then inscribed on the 
tablet, as follows: 

“There are nine sorts of persons who are considered contemptible 
and base: First, the uninvited guest; second, he who interrupts the 
conversation of others; third, the guest who criticizes his host; fourth, 
the one who knows not the way yet would guide the king; fifth, one 
who does not know his place; sixth, one who talks to someone who is 
not listening to him, that is, the bore; seventh, he who expects gen- 
erosity from a miser; eighth, he who tells his needs to his enemy; 
ninth, he who raises his hand against one more powerful than he." 

Reading this advice made Firuz Shah thoughtful, and he ordered 
them to note down all of it. Then they turned their attention to the 
treasure, which seemed without end. 'They found rubies, sapphires and 
other sorts of jewels, belts, crowns, jewel-studded robes, swords, and 
red gold. Some had deteriorated and some was in good condition, but 
they took it all. Firuz Shah stayed a few more days at the fortress, and 
then returned to Kayseri. 

[The court and the harem all came out of the city a day's march 
to greet the returning Prince and his companions. Firuz Shah camped 
there for the night.] 
^ They passed that evening joyfully, and the next morning King Seyf 
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al-Dowla bowed before the Prince and said, “Long live the Prince! 
The people of Kayseri have decorated the city and have come out 
to greet you on your return." 

"Let's ride to the city and spend several days there," said the 
Prince. "Then we will start back for Persia, for I am no longer 
worried about things, Cep. i Behzad who has disappeared. God 
willing, we will see him again." 

When they had ridden a while toward the city, the citizens appeared, 
praising and blessing the Prince. Firuz Shah was riding his bay 
horse which had a green satin caparison over it. From the edges of 

_ the green satin hung a fringe of pearls. The horse’s hooves were colored 
with henna, and it had a gold decorated saddle, bridle and stirrups. 
Firuz Shah wore a brocade robe, a ruby belt, and on his head, a jeweled 
crown. Mozaffar Shah was riding beside him. The ‘ayyars Behruz, 
Ashub, Bad Raftar, Tareq and Shabrang, decked out in colorful cos- 
tumes, ran by the Prince’s stirrups, and the nobles were ranged on 
either side. They all proceeded splendidly into the city where the citi- 
zens had put up triumphal arches and kiosks, all beautifully decorated. 
Musicians were playing, and every ten paces, people showered gifts 
on the Prince. The women had gone to the roofs to watch and cheer, 
and never before had such sights been seen in Kayseri. Firuz Shah 
felt that his worries were all over now and that this was the time to 
relax and enjoy himself, but he did not know that much toil and 
grief remained for him in the world. 

[Firuz Shah wrote a full report of his victories to Darab, and re- 
stored all the local kings to their thrones in Egypt, Syria and Ana- 
tolia.] 

When the Prince had finished with these tasks, Teytus urged him 
strongly to return to Persia as quickly as possible because the stars 
showed that the Prince had a long journey ahead of him. Although 
he would return from the journey, he would suffer many difficulties in 
the course of it. King Darab’s horoscope also showed trouble and sor- 
row. Teytus wanted them to return to Persia as soon as they could in 
an effort to forestall these troubles, but what can one do when the 
command of God has been issued? The command must be obeyed, 
for as they say, “Man proposes but God disposes.” 

The Caesar gave a lavish farewell feast for Firuz Shàh, and the 
Prince and his nobles were dazzled. “You have done everything that 
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duty requires," said the Prince. "There is only one more thing that I 
want to do to complete my stay in Rum." 

“What is that?" they asked. 

“I have heard that there are excellent hunting grounds in Rum, so 
let’s go hunting for a few days. While my army prepares itself for the 
march home, we will enjoy ourselves in the field.” 

“But these hunting grounds are nowhere near any cities,” said the 
Caesar. 

“We will leave tomorrow with twenty thousand men,” ordered the 
Prince. 

The Caesar spent that night making the necessary preparations, 
while Firuz Shah spent the evening drinking wine with ‘Eyn al-Hayat 
and Jahan Afruz. ‘They postponed their wedding until their return to 
Persia. In the morning Firuz Shah armed and equipped himself and 
announced that when they returned from the hunt they would set 
off at once for Persia. 

“My son, I am not at all happy with your going on this hunt,” said 
Teytus. “God has willed it though, so be careful, and don't be reckless. - 
Return soon, too.” 

“Our enemies have all become friends now, and we have conquered 
all the kingdoms. There is nothing to worry about, so wish me luck 
and a safe return.” | 

Saying good-bye to his vizier, Firuz Shah and his nobles set off 
for the hunting grounds. Their destination was five days’ travel from 
Kayseri. They proceeded along, drinking their ruby wine from crystal 
goblets, hunting and resting, until they reached the hunting ground. 
Many people from Kayseri had come along, and they spread out in a 
large circle over the prairies and hills. Nobody had hunted there in a 
long time so many animals were driven in for the hunt. When they 
were ready, they told Firuz Shah, who mounted and rode to the top 
of a hill. Some horsemen rode down into the large circle; trained 
dogs were running and jumping; hawks, eagles, and falcons were 
swooping, and Persian and Rumi youths were shooting arrows at the 
many kinds of animals in the midst of the circle. They hunted all day 
and by evening had killed many beasts. When it grew dark, Firuz 
Shah rode down and enjoyed the wine and roasted game. He ordered 
that several assloads be sent to Teytus and the princesses. 

The next day they spent in hunting, and the evening in eating aod 
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' drinking, and thus for ten days, the game increasing each day. On the 
tenth day the Prince himself rode his bay horse into the circle and 
busied himself with the hunt. As the sun approached noon, it was the 
will of God that suddenly an animal the size of a large colt should 
appear before the Prince. It was the color of pure silver and its four 
feet were dyed with henna. It had a black stripe from its nose to its 
tail, and a ruby was hanging from each ear. A beautiful amber neck- 
lace hung around its neck, and it had golden bracelets on each leg. 
The Prince was astonished to see this animal which strutted toward 
him like a peacock. 

“I have never seen anything like this before,” he said to himself. “It 
would be a shame to kill it. I will try to catch it with my lasso and 
take it to ‘Eyn al-Hayat, because it looks as if it could be tamed.” 

He coiled his lasso and threw it toward the animal. It would have 
landed around the animal’s neck, except that the animal ducked its 
head and the throw missed. Surprised that the animal ducked, Firuz 
Shah coiled his rope and threw it again. This time the animal jumped 
aside and avoided the rope. It ran off a hundred paces, then stood 
looking at Firuz Shah and beckoned him with its head. The Prince 
rode after it in surprise, and they ran on until the Prince had almost 
caught up with it. He threw the lasso again and this time luck was 
on his side and he caught it and held it tight. Not wanting to kill it, he 
dismounted and walked up to it and put his hand on its back. As his 
hand touched the animal, a smell of musk and amber arose and the 
skin felt like silk under his fingers. The animal watched Firuz Shah 
closely to see what he would do. They were near a spring, so Firuz 
Shah tied the animal securely and went to wash his hands. On his way 
back from washing his hands the Prince saw that the ropes were lying 
loose and the animal had escaped. It was standing at a distance, look- 
ing at the Prince, so he mounted and rode after it again. It ran and 
ran and led the Prince on almost flirtatiously. 

“There is something about this animal,” said the Prince to him- 
self. “It almost seems as if it has come to get me. I will ride after 
it and see what happens.” 

That day Firuz Shah threw his lasso seventy times. Forty times it 
fell around the neck or body of the animal, but each time that he 
tightened his rope and made ready to dismount, the animal wiggled 
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out of the loop and ran on ahead. They continued like this until after- 
noon. The Prince was drenched with sweat and his horse was tired 
from so much galloping up hill and down dale. The animal stopped 
by the spring and looked back at the Prince. As he drew near the 
animal jumped into the spring and disappeared. 

Firuz Shah rode up to the spring and looked in to see if he could 
discover where the animal had gone. As he was peering in, a white 
bird flew out of the spring and alighted on the top of the tree. “What is 
happening here?" exclaimed the Prince. “The animal jumps into the 
spring and a white bird flies out! If I told this story, nobody would 
believe it. God is great, though. I will rest a while under this tree 
because I know that I am very far from my camp. Maybe somebody 
will come after me." 

'The Prince dismounted beneath the tree, tied his horse with his lasso 
and let it graze. 'Taking off his weapons and helmet, he hung them 
from the tree and lay down on his back to watch the white bird. As he 
was watching it, it opened its throat, brought up a golden orange and 
held it in its beak. It then dropped the golden orange on Firuz Shah’s 
chest. As he lay on his back in amazement, he picked up the orange and 
smelled it. It emitted a beautiful smell, and as he lay there smelling 
it, he slipped into unconsciousness. 

When he awoke, he found himself in a magnificent palace in the 
middle of a lake. He looked in bewilderment at the four doors which 
opened onto the water and wondered where he was. He thought back 
on the bird with the golden orange, the orange falling on his chest, 
and his smelling its sweet scent. After that he could remember nothing 
and wondered who had brought him there. He walked around, but 
wherever he went, there was water. He could find neither a ship nor 
anyone to tell him where he was. A day passed and the Prince became 
hungry. A meal appeared before him in the air. Saying to himself, 
“The mouth stays open in grief as well as joy,” he brought the meal 
down and set it before himself. On uncovering it, he found two 
roasted birds and some fine bread. He set to it and ate his fill, and 
then noticed a golden flask on a small tray with a jeweled cup. With 
satisfaction he drank three cups, then rose to walk around again. 
There was nothing to be seen in any direction but water. The wine had 
had its effect by now and he began to think of *Eyn al-Hayat, his com- 
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panions and his camp, and he started to weep. Several days passed in 
this manner: drinking, weeping and lamenting. “Was I born under an 
unlucky star?” he asked himself. “I have never had a happy day, I 
have never breathed a peaceful breath.” . 

He wept on and on. Then one day a voice called to him, “Prince, 
what is all this weeping about?” 

“Who are you?” asked Firuz Shah, not seeing anybody near him. 
“Show yourself so.that I can ask you some questions.” 

Suddenly there appeared in the corner of the room a pari of exquisite 
beauty. She had a moon-like face, long hair, arched eyebrows, a pretty 
face, a silvery-white body with a slender waist and walked with a 
graceful gait. Firuz Shah stared at her in wonderment. 

“What are you crying about?” she asked again. “Why aren’t you 
happy and relaxed, for there is no more beautiful or pleasant place in 
the world than this palace.” 

“It is indeed like paradise,” he replied, “but loneliness is like hell. 
I have been here a long time and I have no idea who brought me 
here or why. What have I done to be imprisoned so?” 

“I brought you here. This is Mt. Qaf, the Crystal Mountain and the 
Golden Palace, the most wonderful place there is.” 

“But why did you bring me here, and how did you do it. Why do 
I deserve this?” 

“That animal that you chased and tried to lasso, and who finally 
jumped into the spring and came out as a white bird was me.” 

“How do you change your shape?” 

“I am not a human, I am a pari.” 

"What do you have against me that you should appear to me this 
way and then take me so far from my army and my companions?" 

“I did not do this on my own, but rather for the one whom I 
serve." 

“Who is your mistress then, and why did she make you do this to 
me?" 

“Listen to me carefully and I will tell you. My name is Ruhana, and 
I brought you here at the orders of Mahleqa." 

“Who is she?" asked the Prince. 

“There is a city here at Mt. Qaf called the City of the Paris. It is a 
thousand farsangs in circumference. There used to be a king who ruled 
over all the divs and paris on Mt. Qaf, and this city was his capital. His 
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name was Shatalat the Jinn, and he died 450 years ago, dividing his 
kingdom into seven parts and leaving them to his seven sons. The 
eldest of the brothers was King Khannas, and the next brother was 
King Qibt, who is my father. All seven brothers rule here but they are 
under the authority of King Khannas because he is the oldest. King 
Khannás has a daughter named Mahleqa, who is the most beautiful 
creature to be born here in the history of Mt. Qaf. This beautiful girl 
has fallen in love with you, and was longing day and night to see 
you. She was waiting and watching you during your travels and 
wars, and now that you have subdued all your enemies, it is time that 
you relaxed a bit. She sent me in the form that you saw, to lure you 
away from your army and bring you here.” 

*But why did you bring me? What do you expect of me now that 
I am here? I am a human and you are paris, we are not of the same 
species. We are formed from dust and you from air; how could we 
ever come together? Another thing, tell me how far it is to here from 
where you found me." 

“You are very far from the world of humans here. If you knew 
the way and had luck on your side, you would not reach there in ten 
years." 

When the Prince learned that he was at least ten years away from 
human beings, he became furious and shouted at Ruhdna, “You were 
wrong to separate me from my friends! I have fought for good in the 
world for years and amassed a great treasure, and now you have taken 
me away from all that. Take me to your mistress at once, otherwise, I 
will make you very sorry!" | 

*Don't be angry and shout at me, for I did not do this for myself. 
I did it on the orders of the Princess of Mt. Qf, Mahleqa, and without 
her orders, nobody can take you back to the human world." 

“Just look at me and look at Mahleqà. It would be impossible for 
me even to be close to her. I don't even know her, so you are the one 
that I have to deal with." 

“You are not talking very sensibly. Mahleqa is the daughter of 
Khannas the Jinn and King Khannas is the son of Shatalát the Jinn. 
King Khannas's authority extends over all of Mt. Qaf, including the 
divs. He loves his daughter, and you would not do well to speak 
coldly and reject such a person." 

“I am not interested in anybody here and I am fed up with all the 
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divs and paris. I insist that you take me back to my country the same 
way that you brought me here, or you will be sorry." 

“Do you know what you are saying? You are offending the Princess 
of Mt. Qaf. Until she gives the order, nobody can take you back. You 
had better do what I say or you will spend the rest of your life right 
here, even if you should live to be a thousand." 

[Firuz Shah remained in the palace for a year, and when Mahleqa 
finally came to him he fell in love with her. Word of their affair leaked 
out and local rivals were inflamed. Firuz Shah, the bone of contention, 
is taken to a cave on an island. The kingdom splits up and the two 
sides line up for battle.] 

“I want you to do me a favor,” said Mahleqa to Ruhàna. “I want you 
to take Firuz Shah back to his world until I see what is going to 
happen here. All the divs on Mt. Qaf are looking for him, and if, God 
forbid, they should find him they would torture him to death. My 
reputation would be ruined and I would be killed too, so it seems better 
to take him back now. If I ever get out of this mess here I can always 
bring him back, and if I am killed, he can stay there where he is.” 

“I will take him back right now,” said Ruhàna, and set off for the 
place where they had put the Prince. When she got there, she could 
not find him, and this surprised her because it was a distant and un- 
known spot with no place for a ship to land. She searched for a long 
time, but finally gave up after several days. “It is my guess that Firuz 
Shah is alive, but I don't know whether a bird or a div has carried 
him away," she said to herself, as she returned to Mahleqa. 

“Firuz Shah has disappeared,” she announced. 

“This is very bad,” said Mahlega sadly. "I went through a lot of 
trouble and suffering because I was in love with him. All this upset 
in Mt. Qaf is over him, and now he has disappeared. I am afraid that 
he might have fallen into the hands of enemies. They are all looking 
for him to take him to my father who will kill him.” 

“Don’t worry about him," said Ruhàna. “I am going to search for 
him; maybe I will be able to find him." 

[Firuz Shah had been among the divs and paris about eight years 
when he was finally returned to his world. Years passed (there is a gap 
in the text here). Firuz Shah and *Eyn al-Hayat married and had a son 
Malek Bahman who has grown up to be a hero like his father. The 
Persians have gone to China to fight Shakamun, the Great Khàn of 
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China. Shakamun's vizier, Mehryàr, is sympathetic to the Persians, but 
his ‘ayyar, Vang, is not, so Mozaffar Shah and other Persians have been 
captured and are in prison in the city of Chin. The two armies are at a 
stalemate outside the city and Shakamun is awaiting reinforcements 
from India.] 

Shakamun Khàn had one of the most beautiful daughters that had 
ever been seen since the beginning of time. He loved her very much, 
and since her mother had died, he would come into the city from time 
to time to see his daughter. He was sitting with her one day when 
suddenly out of a corner of the room there appeared a woman robed 
in black with a black veil over her head. She was tall and slender, as 
beautiful as the shining sun, with long black hair cascading down her 
back. As she stood and bowed before the Khan, he looked at her in 
surprise and said, “Who are you and where did you come from? How 
did you get past my chamberlains and doorkeepers without permis- 
sion?” 

. “I don't need permission to see the Khan,” she said laughing, “I am 
a sorceress and I can go wherever I want.” 

“Are you really a sorceress? Why did you come here?” 

“I have come for vengeance! I have a claim on blood!” 

“Whose blood?” 

“The Persians’ blood! My uncle was killed by the Persians and I 
have come here to avenge him.” 

“Who was your uncle?” 

“My uncle was a wizard named Mogantara.* When the Persians 
were fighting in Egypt, my uncle lived in a black cave in the West. 
Valid ibn Khaled sent his vizier to fetch my uncle to finish off the 
Persians. My uncle kidnapped all the Persian heroes but the Persian 
*ayyars followed him and captured him by a trick. They set free all 
the prisoners and hanged my uncle in full view of everybody. I was 
only a child then and did not have the strength to fight them. I heard 
that the Persians were fighting in China and I came here to avenge 
my uncle. They say that you can’t make any headway against the 
Persians; well, I am here to help you.” 

“If you ever defeat them, you will have rid the world of their 
tyranny!” 


* The text has Khanzala, but the story is that of Moqantara. 
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“That is what I came for and that is what I will do. You go out now 
and beat the war drums. Draw up your troops opposite the Persians 
and watch what I do to them.” 

“How can you fight on the field? You need a horse and weapons.” 

“I don’t need those things,” she said, laughing. “I am a sorceress and 

I can destroy the world with one spell.” 

“If you can do this, what do you need me for? I made a truce with 
the Persians and promised not to fight for several days. I am waiting 
for Sam‘ad’s army to arrive from India, and until he is here I won't 
take the field. But the Persians are off guard now, so you can go 
ahead and do what you want to.” 

They were discussing this when a slave entered and said that 
Vang, the *ayyar, wanted to see the Khan. The Khan called him in 
and after Vang had bowed and kissed the ground, his eyes fell on the 
visitor. His heart trembled, and he fell head over heels in love with her 
at first sight. 

“Who is this?” he stammered. 

“This is a sorceress named Shamsa,” replied the Khan. “She has 
come to fight the Persians, because they killed her uncle, Moqantara." 

“This is excellent,” said Vang. “She will free us from this blight 
which has fallen on China.” 

“Come outside now,” said Shamsa, “and watch what I do to them. 
I will cast a spell that will wipe them all out.” 

“You have to do it so that nobody, especially the Persians, knows 
what is going on,” said Vang. “The Persian fayyars are around the 
camp and you shouldn't let them see you.” 

“Don’t worry about that,” said Shamsa. “I have studied with the 
masters for years to learn how to do this. Once I start, I can wipe out 
everybody in the world." 

“Bravo!” shouted Shakamun. 

“I am going to start now, but none of you must leave here, and 
don’t be afraid. Tomorrow, when I work my magic, nobody must 
mount or leave his camp. Don’t worry, I will make short work of 
that army.” 

Shakamun sent Vang to inform Mangu Khan, the general of the 
Turkish army fighting with him, not to allow any of his men to leave 
the camp the following day. 
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Firuz Shah knew nothing of Shamsa's arrival. He was sitting late 
that night with his nobles when a wind began to blow from behind 
their camp. Slowly the wind picked up, and soon became so strong 
that it blew down the soldiers' tents, pulling the iron stakes out of the 
ground. Some were awake, some asleep, some drunk, some sober, as 
the tents began falling down on them, and they raised a great up- 
roar. By morning not a single tent was left standing. Some soldiers 
crawled out from under them, while others were caught there. The 
horses fled to the plains in fear, for the wind and dust got worse and 
worse, l 

About dawn, the rain began. It rained so hard that it seemed as if the 
flood were arriving again. Streams and rivers were flowing everywhere 
and prevented the tent pitchers from doing their job. The servants were 
running about in confusion from the wind, rain, and darkness. After 
sunrise, Shakamun looked out at the scene and knew that the magic 
was working. Mangu Khan and King Tatus, an ally from Central 
Asia, watched too. Shakamun told them about Shamsa. 

“She promised me that she would finish off the Persian army in three 
days,” he said. “After that time, you ride out and kill all of them that 
are left.” | 

"Spies have come with the news that the ships of the Indian army 
have been sighted at sea," said Mangu Khàn. 

“I hope that by the time they reach here none of the Persians will 
be left,” Shakamun said. 

The wind and rain were so severe that day that nobody in the Per- 
sian army even dared open his eyes. Firuz Shah, Teytus, Malek Bah- 
man and the others stayed where they were until night fell. The wind 
and rain continued unabated in the darkness, and at midnight, a huge 
flood poured down on them from the mountainside, carrying away 
men and horses, tents, pavilions, and baggage. Dawn finally came, and 
with it hail which drummed down on them mercilessly. The scene 
was indescribable. Firuz Shah asked Teytus for a report on what was 
happening to the army. 

“A third of our army has been wiped out by the rain and flood, but 
I don’t think that this is a natural event. My guess is that magic is 
being worked on us. There is nothing we can do about it unless we 
send out someone from our army to try to find a way to capture the 
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wizard and kill him. Then this will stop. Otherwise, we will all die, 
because since this started nobody in the army has been able to light a 
fire or eat. I know that if we don't take some kind of action we will 
all perish." 

“Oh, how I wish Behruz and Ashub were here," said Firuz Shah. 
“This is a job for them. Send for the other fayyars now.” 

Shabrang and Bad Raftür were available, but Pil Pai, Tareq, and 
Pulàd Chang were in the city of Chin with Mozaffar Shah. 

“Shabrang,” said the Prince, “you are an experienced *ayyar and have 
done many brave deeds. A terrible thing has happened to us and we 
can't do anything about it. I am sure that it is wizardry, and the an- 
swer to it lies outside our camp. I want you and Bad Raftar to get out 
of this camp any way you are able and see what you can do about 
this, If you can't stop it, we will soon be wiped out." 

The two ‘ayyars bowed, donned their black felt hoods, and headed 
for the outskirts of the camp. 

“It will be very difficult and dangerous for them to leave this camp,” 
said Teytus. “If this is really magic, we will just have to wait and 
see what happens.” 

They sat and thought and waited for the ‘ayyars to return as the 
wind, rain and hail continued. After dark the storm grew even worse. 
Finally the ‘ayyars returned, looking pale. 

“Where did you go? What did you do?” asked Firuz Shah. 

“We struggled for a long time to get to the edge of the camp,” they 
replied. “When we finally reached there, we found a moat a hundred 
yards wide, and full of black water. It runs all around the camp and 
we were not able to cross it. We were forced to turn back.” 

“I knew that this was magic,” said Teytus, as Firuz Shah held his 
head in dismay. “The only thing left to do is pray to God to send us 
a friend who will save us from this disaster.” 

“You are right,” said the Prince, and began praying for help. 

That night the situation was serious for the Persians. It continued to 
rain until sunrise, and then thunder and lightning began to rumble in 
the sky. The soldiers trembled like leaves at the sound of it. 

Later, as the black sky began to clear, they were relieved, but their re- 
lief did not last long because suddenly the black sky turned completely 
red, from horizon to horizon, and began to rain fire. Whatever the fire 
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fell on was consumed at once. ‘The world grew dark once again and 
the troops were running in all directions trying to escape. Tents were 
burning, animals were dashing about, and it looked as if the end of 
the world had come. Firuz Shah was frightened and when he saw 
that most of the army had given up hope, he threw himself on the 
ground, rubbed his face in the dirt, and prayed for deliverance. At 
just this moment, Shakamun Khan sent out a spy to bring back news 
of the Persians. 
* * * 

Behzad and the ‘ayyar Behruz had finished a mission in the city and 
started back toward the Persian camp. As they approached, Behruz 
said, “You wait here for a while, then follow me. I will go ahead and 
alert your brother, find out the news of Firuz Shah, and have them 
come out to meet you.” 

Behruz approached the camp and saw that dust and darkness had 
fallen on the Persians, and fire was raining down from the sky. He 
could not draw any nearer, and there was nobody at hand to give him 
information. He wandered about perplexed until he noticed somebody 
standing on a low hill, surveying the scene. “I can find out from him,” 
said the ‘ayyar to himself, and started toward that figure. On seeing 
Behruz approaching him, the other individual began to flee but Behruz 
was too fast for him. He seized him from behind and struck him a 
blow on the neck which felled him. Sitting on his chest and pointing 
his dagger at him, he said, “Who are you? Tell me the truth!” 

The captive saw that lying would be of no avail, and he gave up. 
“Tf I tell the truth will you spare my head?” he asked. 

“I will spare you,” said Behruz. 

“Swear it!” 

Behruz swore by God that if the man told the truth, he would not 
behead him. 

“I am a spy for the Turks,” the man said. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“T came to find out how the Persian army was surviving.” 

“What is this darkness that is surrounding them, and is only around 
the Persian army ?" 

“It is because Shamsa has cast a spell over them. She told Shaka- 
mun Khan that she would work her magic on the Persians for three 
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days and leave them too weak to move. On the fourth day, the Turks 
would attack and kill any who were still alive. Today is the third 
day and Shakamun Khàn sent me to report on what is going on. I 
was not able to scout around inside the Persian camp but I did see the 
fire raining down on them, and I was heading back to report when 
you caught me. Remember that you swore that you would not cut off 
my head if I told the truth. I have now told you everything that I 
know, so please let me go." 

“I swore that I wouldn't cut off your head,” shouted Behruz, “but 
I did not swear that I wouldn't rip open your belly." 

The spy's protests were in vain and Behruz disemboweled him and 
left him there. 

As the Persian ‘ayyar was looking about and wondering what to do, 
he noticed that the cloud bearing the firey rain was coming from the 
direction of a nearby mountain. He realized that the source of the 
magic must be on the mountain, and he set out to find it. At last, 
he discovered a female figure standing on the mountainside holding 
two glass vessels in her hands. From one vessel there issued a wind, 
and from the other the firey cloud which hung over the Persian camp. 
The wizard was chanting a spell and directing it toward the Persians. 

“This is the one who has put us in these straits,” said Behruz to 
himself. *What should I do? She is a sorceress and if I go up to her 
I am afraid that I will be no match for her; yet if 1 don't attack her, 
what shall I do?" 

He finally gathered his courage, put his trust in God, and crept up 
behind the sorceress. He carried a small amount of dust in the skirt of 
his garment. When he was right behind the sorceress, who was concen- 
trating on her magic and had not heard him approaching, he gave a 
loud and frightening shout. When she heard that shout, Shamsa in- 
voluntarily looked behind her to see who it was. As she did so, Behruz 
threw the dust into her eyes. In fear she dropped the two glass vessels 
and put her hands to her eyes. The vessels broke on the ground and 
Behruz ran forward and seized her by the hair. Shamsa was an ex- 
tremely pretty and delicate girl, surpassing all the beauties of her day. 
She was helpless in the hands of Behruz, who forced her down, sat on 
her and forced a steel needle into her brain. With that, all her magic 
was annulled. The wind dropped and the cloud of fire drifted away. 
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[Behruz fell in love with Shamsa and married her. The Persians, 
working from within and without, conquered the city of Chin. 
Shakamun Khan fled by sea to his ally, Sam‘ad in India, taking the 
captured Ardavan, son of Farrokh Zad, with him. Firuz Shah’s son, 
Malek Bahman, and Khorshid Chehr, the daughter of Shakamun 
Khan, had fallen in love, but according to Firuz Shah’s command, 
were not allowed to see each other. Soon Firuz Shah settled the mili- 
tary and political affairs of the conquered land.] 

“I am going hunting,” announced Firuz Shah, and the next day at 
dawn he set out for the hunting grounds with a company of horsemen, 
soldiers and generals. 

“How far is it to where we can hunt?" asked the Prince. 

_ "The hunting grounds are where the antelopes graze, but since there 
has been fighting there, the game has been frightened away." 

“Then which way should we go?" 

“To the left there is lots of game, in the direction of Khata, Cathay 
and Tibet." 

They rode in that direction until they reached a certain spot, where 
they ordered the beaters to form a large circle. As the Persian warriors 
were killing their prey, Firuz Shah set out after an onager. The onager 
ran off and the Prince chased it for a long way. Suddenly Firuz Shah 
noticed a dust cloud approaching from a distance. 

“What could this mean?” he asked himself. “I have a feeling that 
it brings bad news. God preserve us from that!” 

He reined in his horse and waited. Soon the dust parted and a 
runner emerged, carrying a stick and clothed entirely in black. He was 
running at an amazing speed. “It must be something important,” 
thought the Prince, as he waited for the runner to arrive. The runner, 
lifting his eyes to the rider, saw a Prince in jewel-studded garb, while 
the Prince saw a dusty, sun-blackened messenger. 

“Greetings,” called the Prince from the saddle. “Where have you 
come from, and where are you bound at such a speed?” 

“First tell me who you are,” answered the runner. 

“T am a servant of Firuz Shah, from the Persian army.” 

“Can you recognize Firuz Shah?” 

“Of course. I am one of his closest companions. But tell me who you 
are and where you are going.” 
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"I have come from Iran,” replied the runner. “I bear a letter from 
King Darab’s court to Firuz Shah, but I am afraid to deliver it to him, 
for it is not good news. Would you do me a favor and take this letter 
to Firuz Shah, for I can not present him with such news." 

“When did you leave Iran?" asked the Prince. 

“T have been on the road day and night for six months." 

“What news do they know of Firuz Shah in Iran?" 

“I heard that he has captured Cathay, and has headed for Chin." 

“What is King Darab doing?” 

"King Darab has died waiting for his son to return!” 

“Oh,” groaned the Prince, “you have destroyed me. I am Firuz 
Shah, Darab’s son. Tell me everything you know and have no fear.” 

“I am just an obedient slave and I bring this letter to you,” he 
replied, throwing himself to the ground. 

Firuz Shah took the letter and saw that the address was written in 
black. This told him that matters were not right, so he wheeled his 
horse around and rode weeping back to the hunting party. Behzád saw 
him returning, weeping, and rode up to him asking what was the 
matter. 

“A letter has come from Iran,” said the Prince. “I am going back 
and you follow me.” 

He rode off in the direction of the city while Behzad shouted to the 
rest to follow along. When Firuz Shah reached the city, he did not 
enter but ordered them to pitch the royal tent outside the walls. He 
entered the court where Teytus, Tutiyanush, Malek Bahman, Mozaffar 
Shah, Kermànshàh, Farrokh Zad and the other viziers and com- 
manders were waiting to learn why the Prince was grieving. 

“What has happened to make you weep so?” asked Teytus. “If some 
news has arrived, tell us too.” 

“What can I say," replied the Prince. “Read this letter that has come 
from Iran.” 

He gave the letter to Teytus, who saw the address in black and 
sighed deeply. After he had opened the letter he scanned it and when 
he saw King Darab’s name in black he knew that the King had died. 
He threw down the letter and began to tear out his beard and beat his 
head. Firuz Shah cast the crown from his head and tore his clothes. 
All the commanders bared their heads and began weeping and wailing. 
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The news reached the troops who were gathered at the door of the 
court, and they spread the word throughout the army that King Darab 
had died in Iran. The soldiers all bared their heads. The citizens of 
Chin learned that Darab had died and that the Persians were mourn- 
ing him, and they all came out of the city. The troops were desolated 
and sobs and wails arose on all sides. Firuz Shah, Mozaffar Shah, and 
Kermanshah threw themselves to the ground and wept. 

Firuz Shah mourned for three days and nights, neither eating nor 
sleeping. After three days the Prince ordered the vizier to read the en- 
tire letter so that they could learn all the news. This is what Teytus 
read out: 

“This letter is from Rowshan Rai, the Vizier, and *Eyn al-Hayat, to 
Firuz Shah, the Prince of Iran. May the Prince know that King 
Darab, son of King Bahman the Great, has died in waiting and long- 
ing. The King’s final wishes were that a message be sent to his son, 
Firuz Shah, saying that the King wished him to be present at the time 
of his death; and that he should assume the throne of Iran and strive 
to rule justly.” 

[Eyn al-Hayat and the other heroes’ wives wrote letters insisting 
that the Persians return to Iran. Firuz Shah would turn back now 
except that Ardavan, son of Farrokh Zad, has been carried off as a 
prisoner to India by Shakamun Khan. Meanwhile, Vang, the enemy 
‘ayyar, has captured Malek Bahman and his beloved, Khorshid Chehr, 
and delivered them to Shakamun Khan in India. When Firuz Shah 
learned of this, he left the kingdom of Chin in the hands of the vizier, 
Mehryar, and set out for India. When he reached Sam ‘ad, he began 
his battles with Shakamun Khan.] 

x * # 

[At this point the various threads of the story diverge.] 

[Shakamun Khan sends Khorshid Chehr to an island castle.] 

[The same ruler sends Malek Bahman and Ardavan by ship to an 
island prison, but en route the ship is wrecked and the two are 
separated. | 

[ Ardavan reaches an island and becomes involved with a local king 
and his political problems.] 

[Malek Bahman reaches another island, whence he is rescued by 
Khaja Elyàs the merchant who is bound for Sam‘ad (where Firuz 
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Shah is fighting Shakamun). They land in India and enter the service 
of a local king. Malek Bahman agrees to help the King in battle but 
demands a proper horse. The vizier offers his daughter and a special 
horse to Malek Bahman in return for the performance of one task.] 

“What favor can I do for you?” asked Malek Bahman. Everybody 
present listened to hear what the vizier would demand of Malek 
Bahman. 

“I am asking this favor of you for the good of the country. In our 
kingdom a dragon has appeared which has laid waste to half the 
land. You must go and kill that dragon.” 

Everyone who heard this laughed. 

“In the eastern part of the country there is a mountainous area, 
among the foothills of which there are some five hundred villages 
with gardens, fields, orchards, and flocks. Behind the. mountains is a 
deep valley where, by the will of God, the dragon appeared. This 
dragon was six hundred yards long and could devour an elephant with 
one bite. In that valley, there is a river and the dragon goes to the river 
and vomits. Every garden and orchard which is irrigated by that river 
when it contains the dragon’s vomit, withers and the trees are stricken. 
Anyone who drinks that water has his stomach swell up, his color 
turn to yellow, and eventually he dies. Those five hundred villages 
have been ruined on account of the dragon. The King and his army 
- have gone to fight it and have always returned in defeat. This dragon 
is famous all over India.” 

That is why all the courtiers laughed when the vizier demanded that 
Malek Bahman kill the dragon. When Malek Bahman heard this, he 
bowed his head and said nothing. After thinking for a while, he said 
to himself, “Well, Malek Bahman, in the end, this body of yours will 
end up in the earth. You will surely die someday. Now an opportunity 
has come along, and if you waver now, you will bear witness to your 
lack of manliness. One day it is sure to come out that you feared for 
your life and did not behave like a man. Life and death are both in 
God’s hands, and if my time has come, what difference is there be- 
tween the jaws of a dragon or some other place? If your number is up, 
why should you be afraid to fight a dragon? A man must make a 
name for himself.” 

Then placing his trust in God, he praised the King and said, “Your 
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Majesty, the vizier said that if I kill the dragon, I can have his 
daughter and his special horse. I have no desire for his daughter, but 
if I kill the beast, I will take the horse and ride it into battle against 
the King's enemies. With the good fortune of the King I will go now. 
Show me where this dragon is." 

[The King tried his best to talk Malek Bahman out of this attempt 
because he seemed too young to die, but the Persian insisted on going. 
The King accompanied him to the mountains where the dragon lived, 
and they could see the flames from its mouth leaping over the peaks.] 

When Malek Bahman said good-bye to Khàja Elyàs and set off to 
fight the dragon, he was weeping because he was separated from his 
father and mother, and his friends. He went ahead for a while, and 
soon saw a tower on the top of a hill. Atop the tower was a group of 
people sitting with swollen stomachs, yellow faces and thin necks, 
watching the road. Malek Bahman shouted to them as he reached the 
tower, and asked them the way. Looking down at the youth in his 
armor, one replied, ^Who are you, you poor unfortunate? Where do 
you come from, and where are you going? Why have you become 
fed up with your youth, and come this way where there is no road and 
no stopping place? A hundred thousand armored horsemen would not 
be able to pass here. Go back, for fate is against you." 

“I know where I am going,” he answered. “Show me the road to 
the dragon. I am going of my own free will, so tell me how far it is 
from here to the dragon." 

“It is four farsangs from here,” they replied, and as hard as they tried 
to make him turn back, they failed, and he went ahead. 

After he had gone two farsangs, the stench of the dragon reached 
his nose. When his horse smelled it, it planted its four feet firmly on 
the ground and refused to go a step further. It was so frightened by the 
smell that it sweated, urinated blood, and trembled like a leaf. Malek 
Bahman dug in his spurs, but the animal would not move. When 
Malek Bahman realized that his horse would not proceed, he dis- 
mounted, took off his armor and helmet, and tied them to the horse. 
He took his bow and seven arrows, buckled on his Indian sword, and 
turned his horse loose. Putting his trust in God, he set out. 

The horse was terrified and galloped straight back to the camp. They 
caught it as soon as it reached there and took it to the King. When the 
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courtiers and Khàja Elyas saw the horse, they cried out, for they saw 
that it carried Malek Bahman's armor and realized that he had turned 
the horse loose on purpose. They stabled the horse and waited for news 
of its master. 

As Malek Bahman proceeded across that waste land, he saw that the 
entire way had been burned and the stench of the dragon was every- 
where. It became worse as he proceeded, and he saw no living thing, 
for even the birds would not dare fly over the dragon's den. Our. 
young hero pressed on through this fearful region until at length he 
came to the top of a hill. Before him a wide valley opened up, with 
a broad river flowing down the middle. Beside the river was a 
mound, very round and at the same time in a serpentine shape. Malek 
Bahman could not imagine what this was that was coiled around it- 
self, so he descended from his hill to see. 

It was not a mound at all, but the dragon, who at that moment was 
sleeping, coiled up. When Malek Bahman drew within five hundred 
yards of the sleeping form, he looked carefully at it. "This mound is 
neither stone nor earth," he said to himself. "I would not be surprised 
if this were the dragon who coiled himself up and went to sleep. I will 
shoot an arrow at it, and if it is the dragon it will surely wake up." 

He shot the arrow, which would have pierced through an anvil, but 
it had no effect on the dragon and it did not awaken. He shot another 
arrow, and this time the arrow shattered to bits and still the dragon 
slept. He tried a third arrow, with the same result. With each shot he 
moved ten steps nearer his target. 

*What is going on here?" wondered Malek Bahman after his fifth 
arrow had had no effect. “My arrows are doing nothing to this crea- 
ture, and it is either because I am afraid and the strength has gone out 
of my arms, or its body is extremely hard. I have two arrows left. I 
will shoot one, and if on the sixth arrow it wakes up, good. If not, I 
swear by God that I will draw my sword and attack it, come what 
may!” 

He proceeded about twenty paces, mentioned the names of God, 
and loosed the sixth arrow. This arrow struck the beast in the tail 
and buried itself there. The pain reached the dragon’s brain and it 
woke up, raising its head, opening its eyes, and looking around. It 
saw Malek Bahman standing there, and in all its life it had never seen 
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a human being at such close range. Jumping quickly it straightened 
itself out, then rose up. It had four long thick, hairy legs resembling 
those of a leopard. Its body was of variegated colors and it had a long 
camelike neck. On its huge head were antlers like a stag's, twenty 
yards high. Its eyes were like two pools of blood, its mouth like a 
city gate, and its teeth were as long as walking sticks. Instead of breath, 
fire issued from its throat. 

The sight of this creature threw Malek Bahman into confusion and 
he almost fainted, but he manfully controlled himself although he 
was shaking with fear. After the dragon had stood up and looked 
closely at Malek Bahman, it began to draw in its breath and pull the 
Persian toward itself as if he were a straw. Helplessly he moved toward 
the dragon; he was even running and could not stop himself, as hard - 
as he tried. It was as if a hundred ropes were pulling him along. He 
tried planting his feet firmly on the ground but to no avail. There were 
several hundred yards between them, and as the dragon pulled him 
along, Malek Bahman thought, “Where am I going? The dragon has 
its mouth open to swallow me! God, come to my rescue for you are my 
only refuge!" 

As Malek Bahman was praying for help, by the power of God a 
globe of stone weighing several thousand pounds or more appeared in 
front of Malek Bahman, and blocked his way. This stone had arisen 
from the living rock in the earth. The dragon’s breath was still 
dragging him along when he reached the rock. He planted his feet at 
its base, placed his body against it, and stopped his progress. Because 
the stone was rooted in the earth, the dragon was not able to move both 
it and Malek Bahman with the power of its breath, so it ceased trying. 
Instead, it sent out several tongues of flame at Malek Bahman, who 
leapt this way and that, and took refuge behind the rock. After seven 
firey attacks the dragon stood off and this gave the Persian a little more 
courage. Only one arrow was left, his seventh, and he fitted this in his 
bow. He shot it straight and true, and as it left his thumb it went with 
God's guidance straight to the eye of the dragon and there it buried 
itself to the feather. 'That one blow blinded the dragon's eye, and in 
pain it struck its eye against the stone. 'The arrow had penetrated the 
eye completely and blood gushed from the beasts ears and nose. 
Having no more arrows, Malek Bahman stood by the stone and 
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waited. The dragon put its head on the ground, stretched out its body 
like a tower three hundred yards high, stood up, and flung itself 
toward Malek Bahman. The Persian saw a mountain falling on him 
and jumped to one side. The dragon came down on the stone, crush- 
ing it. Malek Bahman had leapt aside but he was still very close to the 
monster. With its good eye, the dragon saw Malek Bahman alive, and 
seized him in its coils. It wrapped itself around Malek Bahman several 
times, then opened its mouth to swallow the helpless Persian. _ 

The storyteller relates of this Prince of Persia and Turan, this 
Rostam of his age, this brave and skilled fighter, that he drew his 
sword, and as the dragon was about to swallow him, he struck at the 
animal’s head and buried his sword in it. Blood boiled out and the 
other eye was covered with it. Although he had caused a great wound 
in the dragon’s head, his sword broke off at the handle, causing him 
to cry out. “Why did this have to happen? What can I do now?” 

The dragon’s wounded eye had filled with blood, but the beast 
made a great effort to open its eye to see where Malek Bahman was 
because it wanted to swallow him. When it did see the warrior, it tried 
to devour him. Malek Bahman had no sword to fight with; he was 
caught in the coils of the dragon’s tail and could not move. 

At this moment a white cloud appeared over Malek Bahman’s head. 
It came down to him and a voice from the cloud spoke in his ear. 
“Take this sword and finish off this beast,” it said. 

As the voice spoke, a hand reached out from the cloud and gave 
Malek Bahman a glittering, razor sharp steel sword. It was an ex- 
tremely heavy sword, the likes of which had never been seen in the 
East or the West. Malek Bahman took the sword and like a master 
butcher who brings down his cleaver on the spine of a cow, he struck 
a two-handed blow on the neck of the dragon. He struck ten such 
blows and cut off the dragon’s head. He was not satisfied with this 
though, and he proceeded to cut the dragon’s body into seven pieces. 
He was covered with blood from head to toe. 

When he had finished off the dragon, he said a prayer of thanks, 
then went to the river bank to wash the blood from his hands and the 
hilt of the sword. He noticed how excellent the sword was, and 
thought happily that he had achieved two victories, one that he had 
conquered such a dragon, and the other, that God had bestowed such 
-a sword on him from the other world. 
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Malek Bahman was preparing to return to the King when suddenly 
two beautiful young women appeared to him where the stone bad 
been. Coming toward him in their colorful clothes, they greeted the 
surprised young warrior. ^Malek Bahman," they said after he had 
returned their greeting, “what are you doing in such a terrible place 
as this? There is a rumor abroad in the world that you and Ardavan 
had drowned when your ship was wrecked, and your father, Firuz 
Shah, and the rest of the Persians are mourning your loss, Nobody 
knows that you have been here fighting a dragon. Tell us what is 
going on.” 

“First, tell me who you are. Your being here is even stranger than 
my being here. In any case, I am alive and I came here to fight the 
dragon. Now who are you delicate creatures?” 

“We are the ones who gave you that sword that you have in your 
hand,” they said laughing. “We gave it to you so that you could kill 
the monster.” 

Realizing that they were paris, Malek Bahman said to himself, “If 
they want to take back this sword, I will never give it to them. This 
sword is worthy of me and I will keep it.” 

Then out loud he said, “You were very kind to give me this sword 
after mine had broken, as I had no other weapons. But you still have 
not said who you are. You don’t look like real human beings.” 

“This lady,” said one of them pointing to the other, “is like a 
mother to you since she has been a wife of your father. She is Mahleqa, 
a daughter of King Khannas of Mt. Qaf.” 

As soon as Malek Bahman learned who she was, he kissed her 
hand and she embraced him in a motherly fashion and kissed him on 
the forehead. “My dear,” she said, “we were on Mt. Qaf and we heard 
that Firuz Shah and the whole Persian army were wearing black in 
mourning for you and Ardavàn. We took the sword which we gave 
you from an armory on Mt. Qaf to give to Firuz Shah to help him 
conquer his enemies. That is where we were going when we came 
upon you. Thank heavens we found you alive.” 

“Yes,” replied the young Persian, “Ardavan and I were separated at 
sea after the shipwreck, and I have no idea what happened to him.” 

“Come now,” said Ruhàna, the other pari, “and let me take you back 
to your father.” 

“I am not going back to my father right now,” said Malek Bahman. 
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"[ have heard that Khorshid Chehr has disappeared, so I can't come 
with you. But take word of me to my father and tell him that I am 
alive. Ask him to be patient and tell him that I am in the court of a 
certain king who is a just ruler and who has been very kind to me." 

“Give us a token to prove to your father that you are alive,” they 
said. 

“Take this signet ring which the King gave me and show it to my 
father." 

The paris departed with the ring, and Malek Bahman started back 
to the tower. It was late evening when he reached it. He shouted to 
the people on top and they came down and questioned him about what 
he had done. “With the help of God I killed the dragon and I cut off 
its head," he reported. ^You send someone to take the news to the 
King." 

[Malek Bahman returned to the King and Khaja Elyas, wanting to 
set off in search of Khorshid Chehr and Ardavan. As he broke the 
vizier's special horse, the steed suddenly ran off with him into the 
desert and they disappeared. The paris reported on Malek Bahman to 
Firuz Shah. The war between Firuz Shàh and the Indian army under 
Shakal begins. The Indian hero Landyur defeats many Persian heroes 
in single combat, and finally Firuz Shah takes the field against him.] 

Landyur seemed awesome to Firuz Shah, for he had never seen a 
fighter to match him. As he rode up to the Persian, he shouted out, 
“Hey, Persian, how do you think you are going to get away from me? 
As long as I have lived I have wanted to meet you on the field and 
kill you. I have vowed by the fire temple and the Speaking Fire that 
if I should ever meet you on the field, I would carry seven loads of 
firewood on my back and throw them on the Speaking Fire. Today is 
the day that the fire which speaks has granted my wish. Say your 
prayers now, because if I hit you with my mace you will not survive." 

"Stop bragging and show us what you can do," answered Firuz 
Shah. 

They attacked each other and although Landyur was riding an 
elephant, Firuz Shah’s horse was no smaller in stature. Landyur 
attacked first with his mace. Firuz Shah drew his shield over his 
head and warded off the blow safely. They rode past each other, and 
then it was the Persian’s turn. Firuz Shah’s mace was made of red 
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gold and had come down to him from the treasure of Feridun. 
Landyur took his blow on his shield and also escaped safely. They 
. pounded away at each other's shields and the crashing and clanging 
filled the battlefield. Dust and gloom enveloped the scene and even a 
lion would have shuddered at those blows. The two armies watched in 
amazement. 

While they were fighting, Mozaffar Shah and Kermanshah asked 
Teytus to inquire of the heavens how Firuz Shah would come out of 
this fight. Teytus brought out his golden astrolabe, held it up to the 
sun, read the azimuth, checked the time, and reported that Firuz Shah 
would defeat this Indian, but in the end he would be deceived by him. 

The two warriors fought all day long and neither gained the upper 
hand. Landyur reined in his horse and called to Firuz Shah, *I have 
heard that you are a good fighter, but r did not know that you were 
this good. We will fight again tomorrow." 

"I have made my way all over the world on my ability to Polus and 
I intend to knock this bragging out of you,” answered Firuz Shah. 
"Today you got away, but wait until tomorrow." 

They separated and rode back to their camps. Mozaffar Shah ordered 
Kermanshah and a group of others to go out to meet Firuz Shah as 
he returned. “I have not finished yh him yet,” said the Prince. “Our 
fight has been put off until tomorrow.” 

“I learned from the stars that you will beat him,” said ras ‘but 
you must be on your guard against his tricks. We will wait and see 
what God wills.” 

The army settled down for the night. 

On the other side, when Landyur came to Shakal and Shakamun 
Khan, Shakal said, “Well, hero, why did you let Firuz Shah escape 
you today? When are you going to bring down your prey?” 

“If there were ever a man in the world, it is this Persian,” replied 
Landyur. “We fought today and he is truly a brave fighter. With your 
good fortune, however, I will finish him off tomorrow.” 

The Indian army settled down for the night, and on both sides the 
word was passed to prepare for battle. Firuz Shah went to visit the 
wounded heroes, and everyone made ready to fight the next day. 

At sunrise, the drums of war were heard in both camps, and both of 
those famous armies, those seas of arrows and battle-axes drew them- 
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selves up facing one another, as the morning breeze swept the field 
clean. The first one to ride out was the Prince of Iran and Turan, 
Firuz Shah, completely enveloped in jewel-studded armor and riding 
his mountain-like horse. Seated on that horse he seemed to be a cypress 
in the orchard of bravery, the moon in the sky of battle, the lion of 
the thicket of manliness, having the nature of Venus, the fortune of 
Jupiter, the stature of the sun, the awesome presence of Mars. As he 
rode out on the field, both sides cheered him. l 

When Landyur saw his opponent thus arrayed, he dispiritedly rode 
out himself. As he arrived in a cloud of dust, he attacked Firuz Shāh 
with his sword. The Prince held up his shield, round and shining 
like the sun and took Landyur's blow on it. As he did, a groan arose 
from both armies. Firuz Shàh in his turn smote with his glittering 
sword and the Indian took the blow. In short, they fought this whole 
day too and neither emerged the victor. They agreed to continue the 
battle the next day and each returned to his camp. Again the night 
was spent preparing for battle. When the black night passed and the 
time of darkness came to an end, and the sun blossomed like a rose at 
dawn and lighted and beautified the world, the two armies boiled with 
action and beat the drums and blew the trumpets of war. The warriors 
put their feet in the stirrups and lined up the center and wings of the 
armies. When both sides were in formation, Firuz Shàh turned to 
Mozaffar Shah and said, “Today is the third day, and I swear that I 
will not leave the field until I have finished off Landyur. You lead the 
center of the army and if I return alive, well and good. If something 
happens and I am killed by that infidel, don't you seek revenge for 
me. Malek Bahman is alive and Mahleqà told me that he will return. 
He will avenge me." 

He gave a number of final instructions to Mozaffar Shah, bade 
farewell to Teytus and his son, Tutiyanush, and to ‘Alam Arii, 
Shirzàd, Kermanshah, and other companions, and with his trust in 
God, he rode out onto the field like the shining sun. He galloped up 
and down shouting, "Where is Landyur? Tell that imposter to come 
out! This is the last day and it is my lucky day!” 

When Landyur saw Firuz Shah and heard what he was saying, he 

| charged out at once in all his awefulness. He rode up to Firuz Shah 
and said, “Persian, I have sworn by the fire temple and the Speaking 
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Fire that I would not leave the field today until I had you tied hand 
and foot." 

“This may be your intention, Zangi,” said Firuz Shah, “but we will 
wait to see what God wills.” 

With this they attacked each other with clubs, pounding each other 
the way a blacksmith pounds his anvil. Firuz Shah was putting all his 
effort into it. “Don’t strain yourself, Persian,” said Landyur. 

“You bet I will!” replied Firuz Shah, and shouting threats he drew 
his glittering sword and smote the Indian’s shield. Landyur was a 
mighty warrior and he took the blow from Firuz Shah. He returned 
the attack and the Prince withstood it. “All right,” said Firuz Shah, 
*Jet's fight with both swords and maces.” 

In short, they struggled for a long time and neither gained an edge 
on the other. Suddenly Landyur uncoiled his seventy-yard lasso and 
threw it at the Persian. Firuz Shah did the same, and taking his 
lasso, coiled like the tresses of a beauty around his saddle horn, raised 
his arms and sent it out coil after coil. Both ropes found their mark, 
and the warriors wheeled their mounts and pulled hard. They each 
pulled so hard that the ropes tore like spider webs and the horses were 
all in a sweat. Since the lassos had produced no results, they spurred 
their horses and seized each other’s belt. 

“What will you do now, Persian?” asked Landyur. “If you were 
an iron mountain I would still throw you from the saddle!” 

“Stop bragging and show us what you are made of,” answered Firuz 
Shah. Landyur pulled so hard at Firuz Shah’s belt that had it been 
against a stone of a thousand pounds, he would have lifted it up. 
Mozaffar Shah, Kermanshah, all the other Persian heroes and all the 
Indian kings saw with their own eyes that when Landyur pulled at 
Firuz Shah’s belt, all four feet of the Persian’s horse rose from the 
ground. 'The Prince, however, did not move from the saddle and left 
them all dumbfounded. Firuz Shah himself now pulled at the Indian's 
belt with no more success. They kept on trying though and would not 
let go of each other. 

Shakamun turned to Shakal and said, “If Firuz Shah should capture 
Landyur and kill him, our army would be defeated. I think the best 
thing to do would be to order the army to attack all at once. Maybe 
this way Firuz Shah will be caught in the middle and killed, because 
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our army is larger and the Persians have fewer commanders. Most of 
them are wounded." 

“You are right,” said Shakàl, “that is what we should do," and he 
ordered the royal standard set in motion. The commanders announced 
to the army that they were going into battle by royal command. 

On the Persian side, Teytus reported to Mozaffar Shah that the 
Indians were making ready for battle. Mozaffar Shah turned the center 
over to Kermàansháh and donned his armor. The Persian army flew 
into action and from both sides was heard the beating of war drums. 
'The heroes and warriors of each army rode out to the field, and the 
two armies like two seas of consuming fire or two mountains of steel 
had at each other with swords, battle-axes, heavy maces, and deadly 
lances. The dust rose to the heavens, and it seemed that the Day of 
Resurrection was at hand. Many rosy cheeks turned as yellow as a 
dinar. It was a great battle and it was still raging when the sun set and 
the world became dark. 'The darker it became, the fiercer became the 
fighting. 'The troops hacked and slashed each other and made hills of 
corpses. The heroes’ blood flowed like the Oxus River, and shouts and 
cries rang in the air. 'The Persians raged like fire, for they were seeking 
Firuz Shah but could not find him. The Indians likewise were search- 
ing for Landyur and neither could they find him. They fought and 
searched until the night was as black as pitch, and nobody knew 
where the two warriors had gone. 

What they did not know was that when the two armies began to 
clash, the two heroes had agreed to leave the field, retire to an open 
section of the plain and continue their single combat. They rode off 
for about two farsangs in the dark, leaving the battlefield behind them 
but they were still able to hear the uproar of the battle. There they 
took up their combat, fighting till midnight with clubs and swords, 
neither overwhelming the other. “Persian,” said Landyur, “you are a 
great warrior and have put up a good fight against me. Now there is 
only one way left for us to fight." 

“What is that?" asked Firuz Shah. 

“It is night and there is nobody here," answered the Indian. "Let's 
get off our horses and wrestle. If I am able to pin you, your life will 
be mine. By the same token, if you get me down, you can do as you 
like with me." 


178 


LOVE AND WAR 


*Good idea," said Firuz Shah. 

They both dismounted, tied up their horses, and removed their 
helmets. Then they clasped hands, grasped each other's belt, and began 
circling around. ‘They wrestled till dawn, and as the world was be- 
coming light, Firuz Shah prayed for help. ^O splendid and generous 
God,” he prayed, “Creator of the created and Maker of the made, 
Eternal Object of our prayers, Faultless King, Tireless Preserver, 
Knower of our secrets, Hearer of pleas, Consoler of the grief-stricken, 
Healer of the sick, Guide to the lost, Unique Lord, Self-Sufficient Mon- 
arch, All Powerful, Creator and Preserver Who brought forth men 
and jinns, help me in this hour for You are my only helper. Help me 
against this unbeliever.” 

When Firuz Shah had prayed thus and asked help from God, the 
Lord answered his prayers and a great strength appeared in his body 
and arms. While Firuz Shah had been praying for help, Landyur had 
been beseeching the fire temple for aid. Suddenly Firuz Shah put his 
head close to Landyur’s chest and gave a great shout. The Indian al- 
most fainted from the power of the shout, and he lost his wits. With 
the name of God on his lips Firuz Shah heaved the huge form of 
Landyur off the ground and dashed it down again. Like lightning he 
sat on the Indian’s chest and pushed his glittering dagger against his 
enemy’s throat. 

“See the power of God, you infidel!” shouted Firuz Shah. “It was He 
who gave me the victory over you the unbeliever. Now give me your 
hands to tie up or I will cut off your head!” 

Landyur gave up and offered his hands and the Prince bound them 
tightly with a deer skin thong which he withdrew from his boot. Then 
he got off his chest, drew his sword, and terrified Landyur. The Indian 
got to his feet, and Firuz Shah removed one of Landyur’s steel boots, 
filled it with sand and hung it around his neck. Tieing a lasso around 
the Indian’s neck, the Prince mounted his horse and dragged his foe 
along. 

The sun had hardly risen. The armies were still fighting, having 
been at it all night. A flood of blood flowed over the plain and many 
men from each side had been killed. Firuz Shah was leading Landyur 
along bareheaded and barefoot, when suddenly the Indian stopped. 
The Prince pulled the rope but the prisoner did not move. 
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"Why aren't you coming along?" asked Firuz Shah, looking over 
his shoulder. 

“Tell me where you are taking me in this humiliating way." 

"[ am taking you to the Persian camp for all the Persians and 
Indians to see." 

“I can't go before the army like this," answered the Indian. "I know 
that you are a noble-spirited person. Do something for me now in 
that spirit of manliness and generosity." 

“What should I do?” 

“Either cut my head off, or be magnanimous, and let me go so that 
I can become your servant. I know that you have a lot to take care of 
in Ceylon, and you can use a servant like me. I will place myself in 
your service and do all that for you." 

“This sounds odd coming from you, Landyur. I have killed three of 
your brothers and you have killed or wounded three of my warriors. 
How can you ever be at peace with me. Besides this, I worship God 
and you are a fire-worshipper." 

“If you are rejecting me because I am a fire-worshipper, I am ready 
to acknowledge that in the 18,000 worlds, God is one. I am thoroughly 
ashamed of worshipping fire and I curse all fire-worshippers. Even if 
you were to threaten me with death, I would not recant from the 
worship of God. In addition, I forgive you for killing my brothers.” 

“Then you are now my brother,” said Firuz Shah happily, “and I 
honor you. I will support your aims, and after I have conquered India, 
I will make you king of the whole country.” 

“But I wounded Behzad, Farrokh Zad and Pil Tan, and they are my 
enemies now,” said Landyur. 

“Don’t worry about that,” replied Firuz Shah, “since you have for- 
given me for killing your three brothers, we will forgive you for this. 
That is what happens in a war.” 

[Firuz Shah sets him free amid warnings against Landyur’s treach- 
ery. Malek Bahman’s beloved Khorshid Chehr and her maid are sold 
by their Indian captors into the harem of King Kudaris of Ceylon. The 
Persian army besieges the city of Sam‘ad.] 

Firuz Shah was sitting in his tent with the tent flaps down, and the 
wretched Landyur was waiting on him. At this moment the Prince 
was wearing his crown and drinking wine because news had just 
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come that the Persians had captured one gate of the city. A number of 
the soldiers had entered Sam'ad, but Firuz Shah had instructed them 
not to harm the citizens. The Prince was feeling very proud and supe- 
rior at this time. 

When the news reached the army that a gate had been taken, every- 
body with any spirit had run off to the city and there was hardly any- | 
one left in the camp. The Prince sat drinking with Landyur, and other 
than two servants in attendance there was nobody else present. This 
was the chance that Landyur had been waiting for. “He is alone 
now, and I will never have such a chance again," he said to himself. 

Landyur had a deadly poison with him which he had been saving 
for such a day. Without hesitating he poured the poison into a cup 
of wine and took it to Firuz Shah. *May God grant me a long enough 
life to complete all that I have not been able to do for the Prince," he 
said, bowing. “Let me risk my life for the Prince of Iran and Turan, 
and capture the kingdom of Ceylon!" 

“For my part, I have decided that when I return from India, I will 
turn over the kingdom of Ceylon to you," answered the Prince. 

The black wretch bowed and handed the cup to Firuz Shah. The 
Prince took the cup from the hand of that idol-worshipping infidel. 
The Persian was unsuspecting for he had been very kind to Landyur 
and had raised him above all others. Firuz Shah trusted his enemy and 
took the cup from his hand. He placed it to his lips and with the best 
of will drained the poison to the dregs. At once he began to turn 
black and swell up. He fell from the throne, his skin split, and pus 
drained out. When the two slaves saw this they shouted, *What has 
happened to our King? Did you poison him?" 

Landyur, the scoundrel, drew his sword and beheaded the two 
slaves. Then he left the tent, mounted the Prince's horse and rode 
straight for the city. 

[On his way to the city Landyur met Shakamun, Mangu Khan, and 
others fleeing. He told them that he had killed Firuz Shah, and they 
returned to the city to regroup their forces. From within the city, 
Teytus sent Behruz the ‘Ayyar to fetch Firuz Shah to take command.] 

Behruz left the city and when he arrived at the royal tent he saw 
the two slaves who had been beheaded. “What has happened here?" 
he asked himself. “Maybe the Prince became angry with them." 
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When he put his head into the tent he saw Firuz Shah lying there 
in a heap at the foot of the throne, swollen and black as a wineskin. 
He groaned and ran out, but found nobody there. Dashing into the 
women's tent, he poured dust on his head and shouted, “Alas, for the 
Prince, for they have poisoned him. Don’t just sit there!” 

The women, who had all huddled together, ran out barefoot and 
when they saw what had happened, they rolled in the dust. The ‘ayyar 
ran to Teytus and whispered the news in his ear. 

“We had foreseen dreadful things for Firuz Shah in India," said 
Teytus with a sigh. “Be sure not to breathe a word of this to any- 
body, so that the people don't find out." 

Teytus went to the Prince's tent and saw what had happened. "We 
must rush him to the city," he said. "There we will see what we can 
do for him." 

They put the Prince into a howdah at once. The women entered 
theirs, the treasure and equipment was packed, and the camp broke up. 
At that moment a dust cloud arose behind the Persians and out of it 
appeared Landyur, Shakal, and Shakamun Khan with fifty thousand 
men. They caught the Persian army escorting Firuz Shah, the women, 
and the baggage into the city, and killed a number of them. Teytus 
ordered them to close all the gates. Mozaffar Shah, Kermanshah, 
Behzad, Farrokh Zad, Pil Tan, the rest of the heroes, the Chief 
Brahmin, the ‘ayyars, and the citizens all knew by this time that 
Firuz Shah had been poisoned. The Chief Brahmin, who was allied 
with the Persians, announced to the population that Firuz Shah was 
in command of the city and that no injury would come to them. 

Outside the walls, Shakal, Shakamun Khan, Mangu Khan, Landyur, 
and others laid siege to the city with the armies of India and Turkestan. 
At first, the Persians had been outside and Shakal inside, but now the 
situation was reversed, with the Persians inside and the Indians out- 
side. The affairs of the world are never the same, not for an hour, not 
for a moment. Every instant they change. 

When they brought Firuz Shah into the city, they took him straight 
to Shakal's palace and laid him on the throne. The Chief Brahmin, 
Teytus, Tutiyanush, and all the other nobles gathered around. “First 
we must determine whether Firuz Shah is alive or dead,” said Teytus. 

The Brahmin ordered them to fill a cup with water and place it 
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over the Prince's heart. They watched it carefully and saw that the 
water in the cup was moving, and thus they knew that Firuz Shah 
was still alive. 

“The antidote for this young man's poison is the stone from the head 
of a king snake," said the Brahmin. "The stone will fight the poisons 
in his body and will cure him. Look in the Prince's treasury to see if 
he has one." 

“He does not have one,” said Teytus. 

“I don't have one either," said the Brahmin. Nor did anyone else 
have one. 

“It is going to be very bad for him,” they all said, as they sat about 
preparing an antidote. When they had it ready they poured it down 
the Prince's throat. 

Three days had passed since Firuz Shah had been poisoned when 
Mahleqà and Ruhāna, the paris, arrived to see the Prince. When they 
saw what had happened to him, Mahleqa scratched her face, tore her 
hair, and poured dust on her head. "What we must do, sister," said 
Ruhina, “is take Firuz Shah to Mt. Qaf and have the jinn physicians 
cure him there." 

Mahleqà ordered a group of paris to come and take Firuz Shah from 
the throne. When the royal women saw that Firuz Shah had disap- 
peared, they screamed and ran to Teytus and Mozaffar Shah. “There is 
nothing to fear," said Teytus, “Don’t worry because the paris have 
taken him away to cure him, for they know how to do it." 

This news caused much talk in the city. 

* * # 

When Mahleqà brought Firuz Shah to the city of the paris on Mt. 

Qaf, the King was informed of this, and came to look at the Prince. 
-He learned what had occurred and ordered the jinn doctors to 
assemble. 

“This human has been poisoned,” they said, “and he needs a snake- 
stone to be cured.” 

“I do not have one in my treasury,” said the King, and none of the 
other paris had one either. 

“Where can one be found?” asked the King. 

“The only place it exists is in Solomon’s treasury,” reported his 
vizier. 
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“Which one of Solomon's treasuries?” asked the King. 

"Solomon created a magic city, the City of Glass, which is under a 
spell. The snake-stone is there, but nobody can go there to get it." 

“I will go," said Ruhana. “Maybe I will be able to bring it back,” 
and she departed in search of the snake-stone. 

* * * 

[When Malek Bahman’s horse carried him off into the desert, it 
took him to an oasis where it changed itself into a pari youth named 
Shahána. He had heard of Malek Bahman’s prowess in killing the 
dragon, and now wanted his aid in carrying out a quest that only a 
human could accomplish. The quest involved going to Solomon’s City 
of Glass. ] 

When Malek Bahman heard Shahana’s request, he bowed his ead 
and debated with himself. “What should I do? If I undertake this, 
maybe I will fail. On the other hand, if I say I can’t do it, I will show 
myself as a coward. Someday people might hear about this and say 
that Malek Bahman was no man.” 

Placing his trust in God, he turned to Shahana and said, “Firuz 
Shah did all of these things and he is my father. I am in love with a 
girl named Khorshid Chehr, the daughter of Shakamun Khin, King 
of the Turks,* and she has disappeared. I was searching for her when 
I got into this situation. First, I will break that spell and help you with 
your quest, then I will continue with my own search." 

“If God grants you success and you carry out this quest so that I 
reach my object, I will be your servant for the rest of my life. I will do 
whatever you want me to, and we paris are known for keeping our 
word." 

“I swear that I will do my best for you, too. Let's spend the night 
here in this meadow and set out early in the morning. But where is 
this magic city, and how far is it from here?" 

“If you were to go alone, it would take sg more than ten years of 
travel. But I will take you.” 

“How long will it take if you carry me there?” 

“We must cross several seas and several mountains. We should make 
it in forty days.” 

Malek Bahman roasted some game and said to Shahana, “Take 
some of this food so that we can eat salt together.” 

. *He is usually referred to as the Great Khan of China. 
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“We don't eat animal food,” said Shahana. “Since we were created 

from air, the smell of food is sufficient for us. We assume the form of 
whatever we actually eat. We can pass through walls as easily as 
doors, and we live very long lives. My father, the King of the city of 
those who wear green, is fourteen hundred years old.” 

They began discussing their beloveds and fell to weeping, Shahána 
for Mahtab and Malek Bahman for Khorshid Chehr. “After I have 
finished my quest, I will travel the world over and I won’t rest until 
I have found Khorshid Chehr and Ardavan for you.” 

Malek Bahman ate the roasted game and they spent the night there. 
At dawn the Persian arose, said his morning prayers, and made his 
weapons ready. He strapped on the sword Ruhàna had given him to 
fight the dragon, took up his Kharazmian bow and a number of poplar 
arrows, which he stuck in his belt, slung his lasso over his shoulder, 
tied his glittering dagger to his thigh, and organized the rest of his 
gear. When he was ready, Shahana picked him up and carried him 
toward the sky. They crossed plains and deserts all day until evening 
fell, when they came down in a wood. There was plenty to eat there in 
the way of fruit and game and there they spent the night. The next day . 
they flew over mountains and seas and again spent the night in a 
hospitable forest. In short, they flew on and on until they reached a 
meadow where Shahana put Malek Bahman down. "I can't go any 
farther,” he said. “From here on, it is up to you. Be brave and go 
ahead. I will be waiting in this meadow and if you are successful I 
will know it immediately and come to you. I will also know if some- 
thing happens to you. There are several landmarks along the way and 
the first is a great tower which you will come to.” 

He told Malek Bahman everything that he could about the way, 
and Malek Bahman said good-bye to him and set out. It was a grassy 
meadow with plenty of water and a hundred sorts of flowers. Birds 
were singing sweetly and game was grazing. Malek Bahman proceeded 
for three days, hunting the game and eating it. It was early on the 
fourth day that he arrived at the dome and tower, its top stretching to 
the sky. He was astounded at its height. Standing at its base, he looked 
up and noticed a chain attached to the top of the tower and hanging 
half way down. Furthermore the tower had no door of any kind. “This 
tower is not here just by chance,” said Malek Bahman to himself. “I 
must find the secret of this. But how should I go about it?” 
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He walked around the tower, and saw that there was an inscription 
carved on the hard stone. He studied the inscription and found that it 
said, “You who reach this place, know that this road is full of dangers. 
First, go back, for the way is too risky for one person. If you insist on 
proceeding, you must bid farewell to your life. You will have to 
break the spell of this tower, for inside it is a message without which 
you can not go on. The message is that there is a chain suspended 
from the top of this tower. The door of the tower is on top of the 
tower and the door to the dome is in the middle of the tower. You 
must seize that chain, and the chain will draw you up. The sign is this, 
that you, who must travel this road, jump up saying ‘by the wonder- 
working power of Solomon the Prophet (May peace be upon him), 
O chain come down.' When the chain comes down you must grasp it 
and the chain will go straight to the door which was built at the top 
of the tower. Farewell." 

When Malek Bahman read these words he went to the base of the 
tower, jumped as high as he could, and called out “O chain, by the 
wonder-working power of Solomon the Prophet (May did be upon 
him), come down!" 

By the will of God, that chain came down to the point where Malek 
Bahman could reach it. He held on to it firmly and the chain began 
slowly to go up, carrying Malek Bahman with it up the tower. When 
he was taken as far as the chain would carry him, be grasped the top 
of the tower and climbed the rest of the way. On top he found a steel 
door, which he opened to reveal a set of steps cut into the stone. He 
descended about two hundred steps and it was extremely dark. When 
he reached the bottom and was in the middle of the tower, a passage 
appeared before him. Ten steps later he was in the middle of the dome, 
a huge stone dome with a pierced roof which allowed light to penetrate 
to the interior. From the ceiling a steel coffin was suspended by a 
chain, the end of which was fixed to a wall. 

“My coming here can not be without a purpose,” he thought. “I 
must discover the secret of this dome.” 

He unhooked the end of the chain from the peg in the wall, and 
lowered the coffin to the ground. As he inspected its lid he noticed 
that an exhalation resembling smoke was rising from it. “Who are you 
in this coffin?” he called out. 

A soft voice came from within: “O you who have come to this dome 
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and find this as the first stage on your intended journey to the City of 
Glass, until you see me and take the inscribed tablet which I have, you 
will not be able to continue on this road. First, remove the lid of the 
coffin so that I can give you the tablet." 

Malek Bahman reached out and lifted up the top of the coffin. As 
he did so, a huge, powerful div came out, shouting, “Foolish man, 
who are you to set me free? Solomon put me here!" 

Malek Bahman was greatly surprised, for he had never before in his 
life seen a div. This one had a head like a lion's, two eyes on top of its 
head like two pools of blood, and a mouth like a cave. Terrified at the 
appearance and the shouting of the div, Malek Bahman shouted back 
at him. “You bastard, why would I be afraid of you?" 

'The div reached out to seize Malek Bahman's belt and collar, but 
the Prince drew his dragon-killing, pari-brought sword from its scab- 
bard. It glittered so that it lighted the whole dome chamber. The div 
tried to grab his wrist but Malek Bahman mentioned the name of God 
and struck the monster in the middle, cutting it in half like a cucum- 
ber. Heaving a sigh of thanks, he looked around and saw a tablet 
hanging around the div's neck. He cut off the div's head and hung 
the tablet around his own neck, then picking up the monster's head 
he started back the way he had come. He climbed the stairs to the top 
of the tower and threw the div's head to the ground. Seizing the chain, 
he called to it to lower him down. No sooner had he said the words 
than the chain descended and deposited him on the ground. The chain 
drew up again as soon as he let it go. He set the div's head up on a 
nearby rock and proceeded to read the tablet. This is what it said: “O 
you who have reached this place and wish to continue to the City of 
Glass, preserve this tablet well for with it you will be able to break 
the second spell." 

Malek Bahman hung the tablet around his neck again and set out 
across the plain. After traveling for several days, a second dome 
loomed up in the distance. When he reached it, he found it to be very 
high, made of hard stone and possessing no door of any kind. “I will 
not go on until I learn the secret of this dome,” he said to himself, and 
after pondering the situation, looked again at his tablet. 

“When you reach the second dome,” it said, “don’t pass it by until 
you have opened it, and seen what is inside. This dome will bring you 
success. "This is how you must open the dome: Bchind the dome a tall, 
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round stone has been set up. Climb up on that round stone and on top 
of it you will find three smaller stones, weighing one, two, and three 
pounds. One of the names of God has been written on each stone. 
Just opposite, there will be a hole in the wall of the dome. He who 
would break this spell is he who is able to throw one of the stones 
straight through the hole. Inside the dome a wheel of wood and steel 
revolves, and the door to the dome is controlled by the wheel. You 
must break the wheel with the first, second, or third stone, and if you 
do not break it with the first, second, or third stone, a flame will shoot 
out from the wheel through the hole and consume you." 

When he had read this, Malek Bahman climbed up on the stone and 
opposite him a hole appeared in the dome. Picking up the first stone he 
read the name of God on it. He breathed on the stone, said a prayer, 
and threw it. Nothing happened. He threw the second stone but 
missed the hole. For his third try he read the name of God on the 
stone, and threw it straight into the hole. There was a great crashing 
sound as the stone found its mark and broke the wheel; the dome 
trembled, a split appeared in the stone wall and the door of the dome 
opened. It was a door large enough to drive a loaded camel through. 

Malek Bahman entered the dome in wonder and walked around to 
see what it was like. Hanging on the wall he saw a tablet, which he 
took down; it had writing on it. This is what it said: “O you who 
have reached this place and wish to continue on to the City of Glass, 
know that this quest is not possible for everyone, but only for Bahman 
the auspicious, the Prince of Iran. Solomon, when he built the City of 
Glass, made it known by miraculous means that the spell would be 
broken only by one named Bahman, a Prince of Persia. If you are not 
that Bahman, go no further. If your desire is for treasure, know that 
under the ceiling of this dome we have positioned a stone, beneath 
which we have placed a treasure. Continue no further, rather go back, ` 
for this treasure will suffice for you." 

“What would I do with a treasure out here in the wilderness?" 
Malek Bahman asked himself. “As they say, ‘a cooked turnip is worth 
more than pure silver to a poor man in the desert’.” 

He picked up the tablet and set off again, and three days later he 
reached the third dome. Like the others this one was very tall, but it 
had a door with a huge padlock on it. Malek Bahman tried the lock. 
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"Hey! Don't do that! Stop it!" 

Malek Bahman looked behind him and there on top of a large 
mound was a div who was striding down toward him and shouting. 

"Who are you? Where have you come from? What are you doing 
with the door to the dome?" 

“I am a slave of the good Lord and I am bound for the City of 
Glass." 

^How did you get past the first two domes? What did you do to 
the div Arzang?" 

“I killed him." 

"Show me proof." 

Malek Bahman showed the div the two tablets. 

“Now I know that you are the auspicious Bahman. I heard about 
you from Solomon (May peace be upon him). Here, take the key to 
the door for I have been waiting for you." 

He handed Malek Bahman a huge steel key and as the Prince took 
it, the div fell down dead. “He was destined to live just this long,” said 
Malek Bahman to himself, as he whispered the name of God and 
turned the key in the lock. 'The lock opened and he pushed open the 
door and stepped in. As he entered he saw a horseman on either side 
of the door, inside, and when he made to pass between them they drew 
their swords and attacked him. He retreated outside and looked at the 
tablet for instructions. 'This is what it said: "When you reach the door 
of the third dome, do not step on the threshold. If you do, the horse- 
men will go into action. You should jump past them and enter the 
dome this way." 

Malek Bahman did exactly this and the riders did not stir. Once 
inside the dome chamber however, he saw nothing at all there and 
began to lament all the trouble that he had taken so far. On closer 
inspection, he discovered a tablet hanging from the wall, and he took 
it down and went out of the dome, leaving the door open. As he pro- 
ceeded on his way he read the tablet and this is what it said: “O you 
who .have performed these feats and broken these spells, know that 
great trouble lies ahead of you. If God and your own good fortune 
grant you relief from the disasters that lie ahead, you will reach the 
City of Glass.” 

Malek Bahman put his trust in God and vowed to push ahead. He 
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traveled for seven more days, and early on the eighth day he sighted 
a great castle in the distance. When he reached it, he found the door 
wide open and no spell to break. A stone bench caught his eye as he 
looked left and right, but no person was to be seen. Feeling tired, he 
lay down on the stone bench and fell asleep. 

Not long after, the keeper of the castle arrived. The keeper was an 
old div named Sho‘lana whom Solomon had put there and given a 
fire spell to control. He was the color of fire and glowed like a flame, 
but had a lion's head. Looking around as he entered the castle, he 
spotted a youth asleep on the bench. “I have been in this castle for 
seven hundred years and have never seen a human here before," he 
said to himself. *I wonder who he is?" 

He was about to kill Malek Bahman, then thought better of it and 
decided to tie him up and ask the div Kula what to do with him. With 
this in mind he went over and sat on Malek Bahman's chest, holding 
him firmly. The Prince awoke and saw what he thought was a moun- 
tain of fire sitting on him. When he tried to move the div said, “Who 
are you and how did you get here?" | 

“I am a young stranger who was shipwrecked. I struggled ashore, 
wandered about for a long time on the plains and ended up here. I 

. felt tired and lay down to sleep here, and now you have caught me.” 

“Whoever you are, give me your arms to tie up. Once I have tied 
you up I will decide what to do with you.” 

Malek Bahman had no choice so he submitted to being bound up and 
thrown down at the foot of the throne. Shof*lana went out to consult 
with Kula, who lived in a cave nearby in the mountains. Kula was an 
extremely old div who had known Solomon and had often taken part 
in his gatherings. He frequently acted as a consultant to the jinns. 

“A strange thing has happened, Kula. I have been in that castle for 
a long time guarding the fire spell and in all that time neither an 
enemy nor a friend has appeared there. Now I have just found a 
young human asleep on my bench and I have tied him up. At first I 
wanted to kill him but I changed my mind and decided to consult 
with you about him.” 

Kula hesitated a while when he had heard this, then said, “Sho‘lina, 
I will tell you the truth; your time has come. You will be killed by 
that person whom you have tied up.” 
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"He is in my power, tied up. How can he kill me? I will go and 
kill him right now." 

*You had better hurry, for you are fated to be killed by him. Maybe 
you can get him first." 

The div rushed back to finish off Malek Bahman. When God 
decreed that Sho‘lana would be killed by Malek Bahman, he created 
a reason for it. The background of the story is this: 

[Ashub, one of the famous Persian ‘ayyars, had fallen in love with 
the daughter of the devil when Firuz Shah was fighting in Turkestan. 
She would accept Ashub on two conditions: that he desert Firuz Shah, 
and that he teach her the Greatest Name of God. He kept his part of 
the bargain but she was faithless and delivered Ashub to her father. 
The devil exiled Ashub to a desert island. The pari, Shahana, had a 
rival for the love of the pari girl, Mahtab, and the rival also needed a 
human to undertake a quest to the City of Glass, so he brought Ashub 
from the desert island with the permission of the devil, and set him on 
the same road to the City of Glass that Malek Bahman had been 
traveling. Ashub saw the div’s head on the rock at the first dome, 
passed the second dome, and arrived at the castle of Sho‘lana.] 

Malek Bahman was lying by the throne with his eyes glued to the 
castle door when he saw someone red-faced and ragged walk in and 
look around in wonder. With this Malek Bahman knew that deliver- 
ance had arrived. 

“Who are you and what are you doing here?” he shouted at Ashub. 

“I am a slave of God, and who are you there all tied up?” 

“Whoever I may be, hurry over here and cut me loose. Sho‘lana is 
coming back and he won't spare either of us when he gets here!" 

Ashub cut Malek Bahman's bonds and while Malek Bahman was 
buckling on his sword, Sho‘lana arrived in a blaze of fire, ready to 
kill Malek Bahman. They traded shouts and the div went for Malek 
Bahman’s throat, but the Persian spoke the name of God, struck with 
all his might at the div’s waist with his dragon-killing sword, and 
cut Sho‘lana in half like a cucumber. The div fell like a tower. 

“Well done!” shouted Ashub when he saw that sword stroke. “I 
remember seeing such blows given by Firuz Shah, King Darab’s son, 
when I was young. When he was in the paris’ city, he cut several divs 
in half just that way.” 
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“Who is this Firuz Shah that you are talking about?” asked Malek 
Bahman. 

"He is the Prince of Persia. Everybody in the world knows who - 
he is." 

“Do you know Firuz Shah?" 

“Of course. I am one of his servants. There were six of us fayyars 
who worked for Firuz Shah, and our chief was Behruz. I went to the 
castle of Simab in Turkestan with Firuz Shah and fought the daughter 
of the devil there.” 

He told his whole story to Malek Bahman, who had heard of 
Ashub but had never before seen him. 

“Tt is clear why you have come here,” said Malek Bahman. “I am 
here for the same reason, and now we are rivals. Since we are both 
pursuing the same object, there are two things that you must do. One 
is that you must take a different road to the City of Glass so that 
whoever arrives first will complete the quest, and the other is that you 
must break some of the spells remaining on the way so that we can 
share the effort.” . 

"| am not your enemy in any way. For example, how could I ever 
have killed this div that you killed? If you break all these spells and 

complete the quest, maybe your good fortune will free me from the 
bonds of the devil." 

“I have been alone so far, and now I am glad to have a companion.” 

They left the castle and proceeded for three days, and all the while 
Ashub told stories of his adventures and of the hardships he had 
suffered from the devil. On the third day, they reached a sea of fire. 
As far as they could see, fire engulfed the world, the flames rising 
from the earth and reaching the heavens. 

“We have to cross this fire somehow,” said Malek Bahman. “I 
know that this is a spell, for 1 have broken several spells already on 
the road, and have killed some divs. Now it is your turn. See if you 
can break the spell of this fire." 

“I used to know the Greatest Name of God, and all the feats that 
I did were by virtue of that Name. Now that I have forgotten it (be- 
cause I revealed it to the devil's daughter!) I can't do anything. You 
break this spell and when the next one comes along I will handle it." 

Malek Bahman thought hard about how to deal with the fire, and 
finally brought out the tablet which he had taken from the dome. On 
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it was written: ^O you who are bound for the City of Glass, after you 
have opened the domes and killed Sho‘lana, you will reach the magic 
fire. You can break the spell of the fire in the castle, where there is a 
well. T'ake the road from the well." 

The two Persians returned to the castle and discovered the well. 
Down they went and at the bottom they found a tunnel, twisting and 
turning along underground. Taking this road they traveled for several 
farsangs until they reached the end of the tunnel, which was also at 
the bottom of a well. Malek Bahman could see light at the top, so 
using their ropes they clambered up to the mouth of the well. Looking 
back they saw that the fire was not behind them. They marvelled that 
such a fire could keep burning on the desert with no fuel, and that the 
way around it lay underground. 

The well was situated in a meadow where they passed the night. 
There was nothing to eat there, however, so they contented themselves 
with some roots which they pulled up, and waited for daylight. At 
dawn they set out, and after a while, another tall castle appeared in 
the distance. "There is a castle, Ashub," said Malek Bahman. "Go and 
see what you can find out about it." 

Ashub set off for the castle and Malek Bahman roasted some game 
that they had shot. When Ashub did not return after some time, 
Malck Bahman decided that something must have happened to the 
‘ayyar, and he set out himself to find him. As he walked into the 
castle he found a div as black as pitch sitting on Ashub's chest trying 
to find out who he was. Ashub was despairing and in terror of death 
as Malek Bahman crept up behind the div and shouted at him. When 
the div heard the shout he turned and made for Malek Bahman, but 
the Prince drew his sword and cut the div in half at the waist. 
Running to Ashub, Malek Bahman found that he had fainted, and 
the Prince knew that it was from fear. Ashub soon came to and saw 
the div lying dead. 

“Who killed him?" he asked. 

“I did." 

“You were just in time because he was about to kill me.” 

“You obliged me by saving my life, and now I have repaid my 
obligation by saving yours. We are even now, and if we meet with a 
spell, you must break it.” 

*[ will do it,” said Ashub, and they set out together from the castle. 
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After two days of travel they reached a sea of darkness; a blackness 
that enveloped the world in all directions. “We have to pass through 
this darkness," said Malek Bahman. "You go in and see what you can 
discover." l 

Ashub could not say no, so willy-nilly, he entered and found that it 
was so dark that the finger would not find the eye. It was impossible 
for the ‘ayyar to see his footprints, and when he regretted his coming 
and turned around to go back, he was unable to find the way. He ran 
hither and thither but got nowhere. 

Malek Bahman was sitting at the edge of the darkness awaiting 
Ashub, but Ashub did not return, The night passed and the sun rose 
at dawn to make the world as bright as the heart of a mystic. “What 
could have happened to Ashub,” sighed Malek Bahman. “I wish that 
I had not sent him.” 

He thought a while and then took out his tablet. On it he read: 
"When you reach the darkness, you will not find a road. Return to 
the castle, where you will find a jewel box which we have placed in a 
wall. Take that jewel box and you will learn how to pass the dark- 
ness." 

Malek Bahman returned to the castle and walked about inside until 
finally he discovered the jewel box. It was a steel box which he opened 
after he had left the castle, and in it he found a brightly shining jewel, 
and a piece of antelope skin. On the skin was written the message: “O 
you who have reached this place, know that the Prophet Solomon 
built the City of Glass, and when he had completed it, he made it 
known through his miraculous power that the spell would be broken 
by a Prince of Persia, a Prince young, pious and auspicious. 'To travel 
in the darkness, take this jewel in your hand and start at the very tall 
tree which is growing at the edge of the darkness. As you walk into 
the darkness from the foot of that tree, you will find a roadway which 
you will take until you emerge on the other side of the darkness. You 
will then see the City of Glass in the distance and will find the road 
to it there. Farewell." 

Malek Bahman placed the jewel on the palm of his hand and started 
into the darkness from the base of the tall tree. By the light of the 
jewel he found the road and proceeded straight ahead for about seven 
farsangs, the jewel lighting his way. On the way he saw no sign of 
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Ashub. When he finally came out he could see a lake in the distance, 
in the middle of which was a city made entirely of glass. Its walls and 
towers were of glass and those buildings visible above the walls 
appeared from a distance to be revolving. When he approached the 
water and gazed into it, he found that it was absolutely clear. “This is 
the last spell," he said to himself. “If I can cross the water I will reach 
the city. I will neeed a boat to do it though." As he walked along he 
mused on the wisdom and skill displayed in the construction of the 
city, and the fact that water surrounded the city, darkness surrounded 
the water, and fire surrounded the darkness. 

As he looked for a way to cross the water, he noticed a wooded hill 
in the distance. He decided to head for the hill and climb it. When 
he reached the top, he was confronted by a cave with a powerful div 
sitting on a rock at its mouth. 

*Well, well, I have waited a long time for this," said the div when 
he saw Malek Bahman approaching. "I have been waiting seven 
hundred years on top of this hill just to see your face. Thank God that 
I have finally seen you." 

“Do you know who I am?" asked Malek Bahman in wonder. 

“You are Malek Bahman, son of Firuz Shah, Prince of Persia." 

“How do you know me, for I am still young and you are a thousand 
years old?” 

“The Prophet Solomon told me about you and set me on top of 
this hill. He said ‘Malek Bahman will come and break all the spells, 
but he won’t be able to cross this water. He won’t know where the 
bridge is, so you are to be his guide’, Come now and I will show you 
the way.” 

The div disappeared into the cave and returned quickly with what 
looked like a walking stick. Together they went down the hill to a 
large stone at the edge of the water. Handing the cane to Malek 
Bahman, the div said, “Step into the water from beside this stone. 
There is a bridge there which Solomon built for you and it will take 
you to the City of Glass.” 

“But there isn’t any bridge.” 

“There is a bridge there, but you can’t see it. Solomon built the 
bridge out of glass, and he set it a half a yard under the water so that 
nobody would know that it was there. Take this cane and step into 
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the water. When you come out you will be at the city gate. Once there, 
everything will become clear to you." 

Having said these things, the div gave up the ghost and died. Malek 
Bahman left the div there and entered the water by the stone, feeling 
ahead of himself with the cane. As he crossed the bridge, the water 
came up to his knees. 

He crossed easily within view 7 the city and the revolving castle in 
the center. Beyond the wall he noticed horsemen traveling as fast as 
the wind, and this whetted his curiosity about what he would find 
there. He emerged from the water by the wall at the foot of a tower, 
and as he looked around his eye fell on an inscription on the wall. It 
said, “You have reached the city gate. Place your hand on it to open 
it.” 

Malek Bahman put his hand on the wall and by the will of God, a 
gate opened before him. As he stepped inside, he saw that the whole 
city seemed to be revolving. Wherever he walked he met with the 
horsemen. When he studied them he saw that each horse’s head was 
fastened to the tail of the horse in front, and Malek Bahman was un- 
able to cross the line. He jumped up suddenly and grabbed one of the 
horsemen but couldn’t stop him so he let go again and climbed up on 
a high round stone which the horsemen passed in front of. On the 
stone he discovered some instructions written which said: “Whoever 
comes up to these riders must jump over them in order to cross their 
line. There is no other way to cross.” 

Encouraged by this, Malek Bahman poised himself on the stone and, 
mentioning the name of God, jumped right over them to the other 
side. Now he could have a better look at the glass castle, which he 
found to be revolving so quickly that it was difficult to see it clearly. 
“This is one last thing that I must do,” he thought. “How can I stop 
this castle from revolving.” 

He walked around it until he came to a tall tower and saw a white 
bird sitting on top of it, singing. Malek Bahman picked up a stone 
and threw it at the bird, which made the bird start to speak. “Malek 
Bahman, you have done your job well. I was fully expecting you, and 
now you are here and throwing a stone at me. I am leaving.” 

With this, the white bird flew off. 

As the bird left, the tower began to spin. It spun for a few minutes, 
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then stopped and a door appeared in it. Malek Bahman entered and 
descended a staircase of about fifty steps to a tunnel. Following the 
tunnel for a long way he was led to a powerful div who was working 
industriously to make a large wood and steel wheel revolve, which it 
did with a great deal of noise. As he approached, he could hear the 
div saying something under his breath. *Malek Bahman, when will 
you arrive and free me from this effort and toil?” 

He kept repeating this and turning the wheel. 

“What are you doing, div,” shouted Malek Bahman. 

“They have commanded me to turn this wheel constantly,” answered 
the div when he saw Malek Bahman standing there like the shining 
sun, his sword drawn. “The whole spell of the city is dependent on 
this wheel. Somebody named Malek Bahman is supposed to come and 
deliver me from this labor. I have been turning this wheel night and 
day without stopping since the days of Solomon and I am waiting for 
this Malek Bahman to come and set me free.” 

“T am that Malek Bahman; get up and go now, for I give you per- 
mission.” 

“But how can I stop, for this is my work?” 

“Do your work then. I am leaving.” 

“God, please release me from this toil!” 

Malek Bahman knew what he must do, and cut off the div’s head 
with his sword. “There,” he said, “I have set you free.” 

As soon as Malek Bahman had beheaded the div, the cel stopped, 
but such a tremendous crashing sound arose that it caused Malek 
Bahman to faint. He quickly came to and saw that the wheel had 
stopped and all was quiet. He returned to the stairs, ascended to the 
surface and stepped out of the tower to find that the castle no longer 
revolved and that the horsemen were all standing motionless. He 
knew now that all the spells had been broken, and he turned toward 
the glass castle which was now standing still. When he reached the 
castle gate, there was a person standing there and Malek Bahman 
recognized him as Shahana, the pari. 

“Well, brother, it is all over,” he said happily to the pari. “All the 
spells are broken.” 

“Tt is not quite finished," Shahana answered. “We haven't done what 
we set out to do.” 
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“With God's help I will do it. But Shahana,” Malek Bahman said, 
“Ashub the *Ayyar, who is an old servant of my father's, has come 
out here at the behest of the devil and disappeared in the magic dark- 
ness a long while ago. I don't know what has happened to him. Will 
you please go and see whether he is dead or alive? I will wait for you 
here." 

[Shahana found Ashub and told him that his companion was Malek 
Bahman and that he had reached the City of Glass. He took Ashub 
to the city.] 

Malek Bahman laughed happily when he saw Ashub. “Praise God,” 
he said. “You came at the behest of the devil and did not accomplish 
a thing. Besides, you left us out there alone." 

"Please forgive me,” said Ashub, kissing Malek Bahman’s hand. “I 
did not recognize you. When I disappeared at Simàb castle in Turkes- 
tan, you had not been born yet. I have been away from my friends 
for a very long time now and have suffered all sorts of pain at the 
hands of the devil and his daughter." 

“My father and the ‘ayyars always talk about you, and Teytus said 
that you would surely return one day. When I return to the camp I 
will take you with me. You will make a good gift to them. Now let's 
go into the glass castle and have a look around." 

When they were inside they saw that it was made entirely of glass: 
walls, doors, and ceiling. They found four courtyards, all glass, and off 
of each court there were ten glass rooms. In the center hall a coffin 
was suspended by a chain, and was swaying in the breeze. | 

[ The coffin contained a div which sprang out when Malek Bahman 
opened it. He wrestled with the div and killed it.] 

They explored the castle and found that it contained every imagin- 
able kind of jewel and treasure. The riches were beyond description, 
but Malek Bahman paid no attention to any of it until he came upon 
a small box resting on a stand. He picked up the box and saw that 
something was written on it: "This contains the stone from the head 
of a king snake and it is an antidote for poison and snake bite." 

"Take this stone Ashub. I think it will be useful for us." 

Ashub took the snake-stone, which was green and transparent, and 
put it in his mouth. They finished their tour of the castle and were 
leaving it when they suddenly came upon two individuals grappling 
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and fighting with each other. One had the other on the ground and 
. was trying to kill him, so Malek Bahman drew his sword and ran to 
see what was happening. 'To his surprise he saw that the victim was 
Shāhāna, the pari. Malek Bahman finished off his opponent with his 
sword and Shahana, his life saved, kissed Malek Bahman’s hand. 

“You saved me from death,” he said, “but that was my cousin whom 
you killed.” 

“What were you fighting about?” 

“We were fighting because he had brought Ashub to break these 
spells, and I had brought you to do the same thing. When God 
granted that this task be completed, I was on the scene and so was he. 
I said that the human I had brought had done it and he said the 
same about his man and that Mahtab, the pari, was therefore his. 
We began to fight about this and he overwhelmed me and had me 
down ready to kill me when you did him in. He was my enemy, but a 
lot of trouble will come from this because he is a prince of the Black 
Wearers and his father commands an army of four hundred thousand 
black-dressed paris. He is also a close friend of the div, Sahmgin, the 
jailor of Mt. Qaf, who has a lot of allies among the divs. Since he 
has been killed, they will certainly be after me now." 

“If an enemy appears that is too much for you, just let me know 
and I will come and deal with him," said Malek Bahman. "Let's get 
out of here now, for I have a lot to do back in the real world. Please 
take us back to the world of men." 

“Of course, I will," said Shahana. 

The three of them left the city, with all the spells broken, and set out 
across a meadow. 

“Shahina,” said Malek Bahman, “I am tremendously hungry. See if 
you can catch an animal that I can roast and eat.” 

Shāhāna set off to find some game and was gone a long time. 
While he was gone, an animal appeared across the plain. “Shāhāna is 
taking a long time to find us something to eat," said Malek Bahman 
to Ashub. "There is an animal over there. Go get it." 

Ashub went after the creature, which stopped as he approached and 
did not flee. As the ‘ayyar laid his hands on it, the animal began to 
speak. 

“Don’t be afraid Ashub,” it said. “I am Ruhana, the pari, and I have 
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come to find the snake-stone. Firuz Shah has been poisoned and that 
stone will cure him." 

“I have the stone with me,” said Ashub. - 

“Then jump on my back and let's go!” 

Ashub understood the situation and climbed on the animal's back. 
“Don’t be afraid,” she said. “I am going to take you away." 

She started to run, then suddenly leapt up, soared into the air and 
disappeared from view. Malek Bahman saw the animal carrying Ashub 
away and feared that it was a div kidnapping him on behalf of the 
devil. As he sat regretting the loss of Ashub, Shahana returned with 
some game for the Prince. He noticed that Ashub was not there and 
that Malek Bahman looked very distressed. 

"What's the matter?” he asked. “Where is Ashub?” 

Malek Bahman told him what had happened to Ashub and bis 
fears about the devil. *I had a fine present to take to my father when 
I returned to him and now I have lost it. If I knew where they have 
taken him I would try to rescue him. Besides, I had found the stone 
of a king snake in the castle treasury and Ashub was carrying it. I 
think that we had better get back to the world of men as quickly as 
we can." 

"Climb on my back and we will go." 

Malek Bahman got on the pari's back and they took off, flying 
over mountains and seas, back to the human world. 

* * * 

Ruhana, the pari, carried Ashub away and set him down in a 
meadow to talk with him. They brought each other up to date on their 
adventures, and Ruhana told the ‘ayyar about Landyur's having 
poisoned Firuz Shah. After they had rested, Ruhana carried Ashub by 
stages to the city of the paris. Ashub had seen this city once before 
(with Firuz Shah). It was a city a thousand farsangs in circumference 
and was heavily built up with palaces and houses. The population was 
made up entirely of divs and paris. 

Ruhàna brought Ashub to Firuz Sháh's sick bed, where Mahleqa 
was tearing her hair and scratching her face in grief. Firuz Shah 
was lying there black and swollen, his skin all split and unconscious 
to the world. 

"Good news," said Ruhana. “We have brought Ashub the ‘Ayyar 
with the snake-stone!” 
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Ruhàna and Ashub told Mahleqa of their adventures and Mahleqà 
said, “If I had only known, I would have helped you. Now get to work 
on Firuz Shāh,” 

They told the pari King Qibt the news of the snake-stone and 
of Malek Bahman's conquest of the City of Glass. The King ordered 
the divs to go there and bring back all that they could of the treasure, 
then he went to see Firuz Shah. Ashub bowed and presented the snake- 
stone to the King who ordered the pari and jinn doctors to assemble. 
“You asked for the snake-stone,” he said, "and here it is. Now get to 
work on Firuz Shah." 

“We must send to the human world for a learned physician to con- 
sult with, so that we can work together on this case,” they said. 

“Somebody has to go to India and bring back Teytus to work with 
the doctors here,” said Ruhana. 

“You go,” they said, and Ruhàna set out immediately for the city 
of Sam'ád to fetch Teytus. Meanwhile the jinn doctors prepared 
potions which they fed to Firuz Shah. 

Ruhana rushed off as fast as she could to Sam‘ad. They were fight- 
ing that day and Shakal, Shakamun Khan, the scoundrel Landyur, and 
the Indian army were attacking the city. The Persians were fighting 
from inside and Mozaffar Shah, Kermànshàh and the rest of the 
heroes were on the walls. Ruhana arrived and went directly to the 
women's quarters where they were in mourning for Firuz Shah, for 
they had given up all hope of his being alive. Ruhàna told them 
that Firuz Shah had been taken to the city of the paris and that Ashub 
had found the snake-stone and that Malek Bahman had taken the City 
of Glass. They conveyed this news to Mozaffar Shah who came at once 
to see Ruhana. 

“I have to return quickly because Firuz Shah is in very bad condi- 
tion,” she said. “I want to take Teytus with me.” 

“In this matter the Chief Brahmin is wiser than I,” said the vizier. 
“You should take him instead.” 

“I will go,” said the Brahmin, “but all of you here had better pay 
close attention to what you are doing. Don’t trust the citizens here, 
and don’t leave the city.” 

When he had finished warning them, Ruhàna took him up and set 
out for the city of the paris. The word that Firuz Shah and Malek 
Bahman were still alive leaked to the enemy who declared it a lie 


20I 


LOVE AND WAR 


deliberately propagated for their own purposes. “Fight,” the generals 
said. “We are about to take the city.” 

Ruhàna carried the Brahmin to her land and presented him to the 
King. King Qibt assembled the physicians and they consulted together 
about their task. They agreed on a procedure and using the snake-stone, 
worked on the Prince for several days. One day Mahleqa was at his 
bedside stroking his forehead, when tbe Prince opened his eyes and 
asked, "Who are you?" 

"I am Mahleqa, your servant." 

“Where am I?" 

“You are in the land of the paris. We brought you here to treat 
you." 

“What happened to me?” 

“You were very sick,” answered the Brahmin, “but now you are be- 
ginning to recover.” 

[They tell Firuz Shah about Malek Bahman and send Ashub back 
to Sam‘ad with the news that Firuz Shah has regained conscious- 
ness. Sháhana delivers Malek Bahman to Sam‘ad where he joins the 
recently rescued Ardavan and the Persian army. After long fighting 
Malek Bahman kills the treacherous Landyur and the Persians rout 
the Indians. Malek Bahman and Ardavān set out for Ceylon to rescue 
Malek Bahman’s beloved Khorshid Chehr. The paris bring Firuz Shah 
and the Brahmin back to India, and Firuz Shah plans to follow Malek 
Bahman to Ceylon at once.] 

[After many adventures, Malek Bahman and Firuz Shah meet in 
Ceylon and join forces against King Kudaris who is holding Khorshid 
Chehr captive. Firuz Shih has recovered from the poisoning but does 
not have his old strength and drive. A major battle is shaping up.] 

Spies returned with the news that the enemy would attack from all 
four sides at daybreak. Firuz Shah ordered the soldiers to prepare 
themselves and mount their horses in the prescribed formations, then 
he went to the top of a hill and looked around. The Persian army 
was lining up around him, and the Indians were moving in on 
them on all sides with numberless troops. 

"It is a huge army," said Firuz Shah to Teytus. "I wish that I had 
my old strength back. Dealing with them is going to be difficult be- 
cause they have surrounded us." 

"Don't worry. about this, because I have seen in your horoscope 
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that this will be the last battle. After you have conquered the city of 
Sarandib, you won't do any more fighting because the work of your 
reign will be finished." 

Firuz Shah wheeled his horse around and said, “I know, too, that 
the days of my glory have ended. I thank God that I was able to do 
what I set out to do in the world, and none of my hopes have re- 
mained unfulfilled. God granted me all that I wanted. I have decided 
too that after I have finished with Sarandib I will return to Persia 
and never mount a horse again. I think I will just retire to a quiet 
corner and worship God.” 

“But you are still young,” protested Teytus. “Even though your 
body is still suffering from the effects of the poison that Landyur gave 
you, it is still the best time of your life. But I have become very old 
now. Your father, King Darab, brought me from Greece when he was 
young and was returning to Persia from Europe. I see in my own 
horoscope that my end is approaching and I will be very surprised if 
I even leave this country. My grave will be here.” 

“What are you saying? If you die I will be helpless. The whole ad- 
ministration of the army revolves around you.” 

“There is still time before that final day, and I will still serve you for 
a long while.” 

Firuz Shah wept for he saw how weak the vizier was. 

[A long battle followed. The Indians dug a trench around the 
Persians and made things difficult for them. Behruz the ‘Ayyar 
captured King Kudaris and took him to the Persian camp.] 

Firuz Shah ordered them to set up the royal court and to raise the 
royal umbrella above it. They extended a compound around the court, 
erected the throne, and arranged seats for the nobles. Firuz Shah pro- 
ceeded to the throne and the nobles all gathered. The audience was 
about to begin. Teytus was ill but the Brahmin and Tutiyanush came 
in, followed by Mozaffar Shah, Kermanshah, Behzad, Farrokh Zad, 
Pil Tan, Ardavan, Shirzad, Khorshid Shah, Jamshid Shah, Bahman 
with the Golden Casque, Shahmard of Nahravan, Shirin Savar of 
Taleqin, Rostam of Ardestan, and the rest of the heroes and nobles of 
the state. They bowed before the King on the throne and each took 
his proper place, observing that it was not without a good reason that 
the King looked extremely pleased. 

“Send for Teytus, too,” said Firuz Shah. 


203 


LOVE AND WAR 


“He is ill,” was the reply. Ao 4 

“Teytus is a living memorial to King Darab,” said Firuz Shah 
with tears in his eyes, “and he is my master. He should be at court 
today because what he predicted has come true. Last night the ‘ayyars 
went out to find Behruz and when they had rescued him they brought 
back an additional surprise. They brought in Kudaris, the King of 
Ceylon." 

The nobles shouted their approval. “These *ayyars have pulled us out 
of the fire again,” they said. 

"Bring Teytus to the court,” ordered Firuz Shah. They set up his 
place and went to tell him that he had been summoned. He was happy 
as they picked him up and carried him to Firuz Shah. The Prince was 
still weak from the poison but Teytus was actually ill. All the nobles 
stood up when they brought him in. 

“Teytus, our court is dark without you here,” said Firuz Shah. 

“This is my last reception,” said the old vizier, weeping. “My work 
is now finished. But I have heard that the ‘ayyars did a great thing 
last night!” 

Behruz kissed the vizier’s hand and told him the whole tale. 

[The Persians took the city of Sarandib. Firuz Shah ordered King 
Kudaris to submit to him, destroy the famous idol temple nearby, send 
him all his treasure, and return Khorshid Chehr, or else be taken back 
to Persia in bonds. Kudaris agreed to all conditions. Khorshid Chehr 
was brought back to Malek Bahman and Firuz Shah has forgiven 
Shakamun Khan, Mangu Khin, Shakal and the other enemy rulers. 
Great preparations were made for the wedding of Malek Bahman and 
Khorshid Chehr. | 

A hundred thousand candles and lamps had been lighted in the 
camps. They seated Malek Bahman on his horse and all the kings 
and nobles walked by his side to Khorshid Chehr’s pavilion. There 
the Prince dismounted and entered her court, finding all the women 
present. Khor Peykar, sister of Firuz Shah, took Malek Bahman’s hand 
saying, “My dear, you are worthy of a beautiful bride. Your mother, 
who was a great beauty, was still no match for this beauty.” 

He kissed her hand and they went together to the throne where a 
curtained pavilion had been set up. He drew the curtain and after so 
long a time his eyes fell on the glowing beauty of Khorshid Chehr. 
They had veiled her face closely and from beneath the veil her beauty 
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shone forth like the sun shining from behind a cloud. He almost 
swooned at the sight. She took his hand and led him to the throne. 
“Mount the throne, my love,” she said, “for you are worthy of such a 
throne and such a bride." 

Malek Bahman was about to seat himself on the throne when a cry 
rang out from Khorshid Chehr. “Help me! They are taking me away!” 

And she disappeared from sight. Some of the women present fainted 
and others ran out screaming. 

[Malek Bahman is stunned to have his bride snatched from him 
after all his trials and separations, and vows to search the world for 
her.] 

* * * 

*You should know that my time has come," said Teytus to Firuz 
‘Shah as they were talking together. “Now I must die, for if you live to 
be a hundred or a thousand, death awaits at the end. Even if the 
heavens bear your saddle, in the end a clay brick will be your pillow. 
Know that you will conquer no more of the world. Also, do not search 
for Behruz and Tareq, the ‘ayyars (who disappeared earlier searching 
for Khorshid Chehr), for Tareq will return but Behruz will not. One 
person among you will see Behruz and will then be separated from 
him, and will bring ‘Tareq back with him. Firuz Shah, since God has 
given you the opportunity to destroy this temple of the Speaking 
Fire, bury me here but be very sure that you return to Persia immedi- 
ately and do not occupy yourself with anything else. If, for instance, 
your son, Malek Bahman, should disappear, do not go searching for 
him. Strive to return to Persia, and do not quarrel with your brother, 
Dara, who is reigning there now. Be satisfied with what God has given 
you and behave so that you will leave a good name behind you, for 
the world is a place to pass through and belongs to no man. And you, 
Malek Bahman, if you only knew what lies ahead for you, and where 
you will travel. You will go to places to which neither man nor pari 
nor div can go. You will reach your goal though, and will find what 
you are looking for. Know also that Bahman of the Golden Robe is 
alive and will find that girl who disappeared in Antioch." 

Having said this he closed his eyes, and when they looked care- 
fully at him they saw that he had died. Thus it has been and always 
shall be. 


[The foreign rulers all converted to monotheism and Firuz Shah 
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sent them back to their homelands, Kudaris to Sarandib, Shakal to 
Sam ‘ad, Mangu Khàn to Karakorum, and Shakamun Khan to China. 
The Persians destroyed the fire temple, made a pilgrimage to Adam’s 
tomb, and embarked for their journey back to Iran. After they had set 
out, they missed Malek Bahman because he had stayed behind to be- 
gin his search for Khorshid Chehr. Thus end the adventures of Firuz 
Shah and begin those of Malek Bahman.] 
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Glossary 


‘ayyar 


chador 


div 


farsang 


javanmard 


javanmardi 


pari 


Mt. Qaf 


Rum 


Sarandib 


sharbat 


A spy, messenger, commando. In the romances, it is 
generally synonymous with javanmard. 

A woman’s veil covering the head and falling to the 
floor. Literally, “a tent.” 

An invisible, malevolent being said to have been created 
from fire. Divs are common figures in Iranian folk- 
lore. 

A measure of distance, equivalent to about 324 miles. A 
parasang. 

A Persian term for a man living in accordance with a 
moral and ethical code derived from the precepts of the 
fotovvat, an Islamic fraternal organization requiring, 
among other things, adherence to a set of exemplary 
personal values. In the romances, it is synonymous with 
akhi and generally with ‘ayyar. The plural is javan- 
mardan. 

Bravery, generosity, and the other qualities which make 
the set of values of a javanmard. 

A benevolent, supernatural being, male or female, said 
to have been created from air. Paris are common crea- 
tures in Iranian folklore. 

The mythical mountain at the ends of the earth. Said 
to surround the earth and bound it in all directions. 
Specifically, the Eastern Roman, or Byzantine empire. 
Generally, Asia Minor, extending westward into south- 
ern Europe. 

In the romances variously the island of Ceylon, or the 
capital of Ceylon. 

A cooling drink, usually made of water and sugar, 
with fruit juice, rose water, or other flavored syrup. 
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Speaking Fire 


Zangi 
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In this romance, a fire temple in India in which the 
Chief Priest would speak to worshippers from a hidden 
place, giving the impression that the fire itself was 
speaking. 

A black man. Blacks in the romances are identified as 
coming from the island of Zanzibar. 


